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Summary: This story follows the journey of a Delta Force team known 
as Zulu Team as they fight during the beginning of World War IV and 
watch as it escalates. It is an original story with large elements of 
Halo. I hope you enjoy it. Also, I love feedback so please leave a 
review . 


1. Paris Falling 
Book 1-Zulu 

Chapter 1-Paris Falling 

The year was 2554, 19th of April. Almost four years since World War 
IV had started. The Russians had become power hungry. The Russian 
Prime Minister had formed a communist state which included China, 
North Korea, Cuba, and most of Africa. In order to combat this newly 
forming state, the UN decided to reform as the World Alliance. The 
war started when Russian forces invaded Kazakhstan. At the head of 
the Alliance was Kevin Johnson, former president of the United States 
of America. When the Russians launched their offensive, he called for 
immediate action from the other heads of the Alliance. Our story 
begins with a four man Delta Force team known as Zulu Team. Along 
with elements of the 1st and the 4th Infantry Divisions, the Combined 
TF of U.S. and France tried to retake Paris and the outskirts from 
the Russians. The fighting was brutal, but the Americans had made a 
good push, until the bombs dropped. 

After the initial bombings, a member of Zulu decided to survey the 
damage. He stood atop the rubble of the recently bombed city. Paris 
had been destroyed in a show of power by the Russians. After almost 
two weeks of fighting, the stalemate between the American and French 
forces and the Russians appeared to be coming to an end. This soldier 
stood looking at a space in the horizon, a space where the Eiffel 
Tower once stood. 


"Hey Mutt!" cried a voice from behind the soldier. The soldier turned 



around to find another soldier standing at the base of the rubble. 
Behind both of them was the scene of soldiers preparing for an 
attack . 

"What?" asked Mutt. 

"Captain Henderson needs us back at HQ ASAP. Intel suggests a whole 
Russian division preparing to attack." 

"I'll be there soon. Shadow" 

Mutt began to head down the pile of rubble toward the IF Charlie 
Headquarters, which had been set up almost 3 miles from the 
frontline. Most of the soldiers didn't know what happened since the 
bombing took out the main lines. He glanced around at several 
soldiers carrying wounded and dead comrades. Suddenly he heard 
another familiar voice. 

"Wait up. Mutt." said Bear in his deep voice. 

Mutt turned around to find the other two members of Zulu, Bear and 
Ute. Bear carried his M247 casually in his right hand. He wore the 
EVA armor variant, which at the moment was battered. Ute had 
shouldered his DMR, which was the standard issued Army weapon. Ute 
had decided to stay with this weapon instead of choosing another 
weapon like the other members of Zulu. He bore the CQC armor. Mutt 
rested his S99 on his shoulders. 

"You look pretty beat up, bro . " Mutt stated. 

"You don't have much room to talk." Ute said. 

Mutt had already sustained several burns and marks on his Scout 
armor, including a large crack on his chest plate from the concussion 
from a bomb which landed close to Mutt's position. 

"So what do you think Henderson wants with us?" Bear questioned. 

Ute answered "Apparently two Spetz operatives were spotted by a recon 

team. They identified one as Natalia, they didn't know the 

second" 

Bear laughed at the news "Hear that. Mutt. Looks like you have 
competition finally." 

Zulu was all too familiar with Natalia, especially Mutt. She was a 
deadly sniper who started off as a paid assassin. The Communists 
offered her a clean record for her service. Her first encounter with 
Zulu was in Johannesburg. Zulu's mission was to assassinate the Prime 
Minister before he could convince the South African President to join 
the Communists. She and Mutt had a 10 hour "staring contest" with 
each other, ending when Natalia's position was destroyed by an 
American Hornet. There was no trace of her until a patrol came across 
the bodies of two soldiers hung from a bridge with her calling card, 
a kiss on the right cheek. Mutt was not looking forward to another 
encounter with her, but for some reason Bear seemed to enjoy the 
news. When the group reached HQ, they found it had received just as 
much damage as the frontlines. Medics had setup a temporary aid 
station in a store which had surprisingly no damage, except for the 
fact it had no windows, to treat the critical. The rest of Zulu found 



Shadow with Captain Henderson standing over a holographic map 
displaying the frontlines. Shadow had sustained heavy damage to his 
Commando armor, including blood stains. Whether the blood was his or 
not was unknown to his comrades. Henderson glanced over at the 
team . 

"We have bad news" said Henderson 

"Yeah, we heard that bitch Natalia joined the party." answered 
Ute . 

Shadow replied quickly "Along with Bull. Remember him from Rio, 

Bear ? " 

"Sure do" 

"Well, a recon team spotted them about four miles from the front. 

They also have a division in the back for reinforcements." 

"Any plans for defense?" Mutt asked 

Henderson responded "What you see is all we have. Hopefully the 2nd 
Marines might land within the next few days." 

"So what's the plan for Zulu?" asked Shadow 

"Command wants you to deal with both Spetz. We can barely handle the 
regular Russian Army, last thing we need are enemy operatives running 
around . " 

"How are we gonna attack this. Shadow?" wondered Ute. 

"Best option would be to flank, I believe" 

Bear retorted quickly "If they don't flank us first." 

"That's why we are moving now. So restock now if you need to. 

Supplies are over there." Shadow pointed to another tent around 
thirty yards from where they were standing. "Once you've done that 
meet back at Square Leon." 

Bear nudged Ute "You ready?" 

"Might as well be. Let's go. Mutt." 

The team headed toward the supply station, when an ominous whistle 
was heard. Everyone stopped what they were doing and looked around 
until a soldier screamed. 

"INCOMING! " 

Soldiers began run in all directions looking for the best cover they 
could, even if it was only a small crater. Zulu ran to the crate and 
got ammo as fast as they could. Finished, they took off toward their 
objective, doing their best to avoid the hail of artillery 
shells . 

"Get off the street!" yelled Shadow as he opened the door to a store. 
The team on his command ran in. "Find a back door." 



"On it, boss" replied Bear 

"What the fuck just happened?" asked Ute in an exhausted 
voice . 

"We'll worry about that after Bull and Natalia are dealt with." 
Suddenly, another whistle was heard. But this one was louder than the 
others . 

"That does not sound good." commented Mutt 

"Move!" screamed Shadow. But it was too late. As soon as the shell 
hit the store, everything went dark. 


2 . Brothers 
Chapter 2- Brothers 

Zulu's Location- Mogadishu, Somalia, three year before Paris 

Mutt suddenly felt a jolt. He woke up with a startle, looking around 
to get his surroundings. He found himself beside Bear on a 
Hornet . 

"Wake up. Mutt. We're almost to the objective." said Bear. 

Mutt reached back and grabbed his rifle and slapped a new magazine 
in. Mogadishu had fallen to the Communists at the beginning of the 
war and pirates were paid to attack Alliance ships, while giving 
Communist ships safe passage. 

"So where are we meeting 'Irish' Team?" asked Ute 

"We're meeting them at the National Theatre. It's around two miles 
from our LZ . " answered Shadow 

The Hornet landed on a makeshift soccer field, all four operatives 
jumped off and took positions. Shadow signaled to the pilot and the 
Hornet lifted off. 

"Let's move." said Shadow 

The team moved down an alley toward the theatre where they would meet 
with another Delta team, "Irish Team". Their objective was to kill or 
capture a local pirate lord named Abdi Jukomb. Jukomb had become good 
friends with the Russian Prime Minister and his clan was famous for 
the hijacking of the cargo ship Maiden of the Sea. The Russians had 
supplied them with modern weaponry, making them more of a threat than 
other clans. A call came over the radio. 

"You guys landed yet?" 

"We have, Knight. We will meet you in 30 minutes." Shadow 
responded 

"Sounds good, we'll be waiting." Knight was the leader of 
"Irish" . 


"Keep your eyes open." ordered Shadow 



Ute aimed his DMR at the rooftops while the team moved down the 
alleyway . 

"I'll cover our six." said Bear as he brought his M247 to his 
hip 

"We are gonna hit a busy street soon, so watch for civvies." 

In an instant, a pop was heard. Reacting quickly. Shadow aimed his 
rifle in the direction of the noise. He found the noise coming from a 
child firing a cap gun. The child was startled at the sight of the 
gun aimed at him and dropped his toy gun. Shadow lowered his rifle 
and picked the toy off the ground. He slowly handed it to the child, 
who took it and sprinted down another alley. Shadow turned to the 
team . 

"Do I really look that scary?" 

Ute began to laugh. "You pointed a fucking gun at him, LT . " 

Bear chipped in "Also, you have armor on. You look like a 
monster . " 

"You look like a monster without the armor, asshole." Shadow 
responded . 

Bear laughed at Shadow's insult, but was cut off by the sounds of 
nearby gunfire and screams. The team listened to the bursts. "Knight, 
you hear that?" asked Shadow 

Knight answered over the radio "Yeah, Jukomb ' s men are having it out 
with a bunch of locals. Oh boy, the locals are outgunned." 

"What do you mean?" asked Shadow 

"QBZ ' s going up against AK's, it's not a fair fight." A single 
gunshot was heard. "Shit! They're executing the locals." responded 
Knight 

"Can you engage?" asked Shadow 
"I can't" said Knight 

Another voice was heard of the radio. "This is Flash. I have a clear 
shot at the pirates." Flash was the sniper of "Irish". A second 
gunshot rang out. After a few seconds, a shot from a S99 was 
heard . 

"Okay, they're scattering. Good shot Flash." Knight said. 

"We are about fifteen minutes away, Knight" 

"That sounds good to me. Shadow. See you in a few." 

'Zulu' continued to a large road where the recent fighting had 
occurred. Civilians were dragging the bodies of the dead and wounded 
off the street. They scattered at the sight of the Delta 
operatives . 



"Keep your eyes open" said Shadow. 


The team continued down the road, passing over a few bodies. When 
Shadow reached a pirate's body, he reached down to examine it. The 
man had on basic Russian body armor. "He's wearing outdated armor, 
it's nothing special." 

Ute picked up the pirate's weapon "QBZ-175, the Russians use it for 
training . " 

"You guys got incoming." warned Flash over the radio. 

Shadow took command "Find cover." 

The team found the nearest cover and hunkered down as yelling was 
heard. Suddenly, a 5.56 round zipped over Ute ' s head. More rounds 
began hitting the environment. 

"Smoke 'em!" yelled Shadow. The team fired their DMR's into the enemy 
crowd. Instantly, 3 assailants dropped dead. The crowd scattered but 
continued to fire. A grenade landed next to Bear. 

"Oh fuck!" yelled Bear as he jumped up and ran to an archway. The 
grenade went off destroying the concrete barrier Bear was behind. The 
team continued to fire as Bear grabbed his MG and aimed it at the 
wall where several pirates were. The bullets ripped through the wall, 
killing almost everything behind it. The pirates began to retreat, 
but they had left a wounded man. Shadow walked up to the pirate who 
had been shot in the gut by one of Bear's bullets. As Shadow 
approached him, the pirate went for his pistol. Quickly, Shadow aimed 
and fired a round into the enemy's head. 

"Son of a bitch, he almost had me. I'm losing it." said Shadow to the 
team . 

Knight broke the radio silence. "You guys need to hurry up. If Jukomb 
heard those shots, he's gonna get ready for us and that means we lose 
our window . " 

"On our way." responded Shadow as the team kept moving toward the 
rendezvous point. The team was about a mile from the point, but there 
was still some resistance. Finally, the team reached the theatre. 
Three members of 'Irish' were waiting for them, only missing "Flash". 
"Knight" wore Air Assault armor variant and had the DMR as his weapon 
of choice. "Ant", the engineer of 'Irish', wore EOD armor and carried 
the MA37. He was standing behind "Knight" and talking to 'Irish's 
heavy gunner, "Rook". He held is M247 in both hands and wore the JFO 
armor . 

"Glad you could join us. Shadow." said Knight as he held his hand 
out, which Shadow shook. 

"No problem. So where is Jukomb hiding?" asked Shadow. 

"He's somewhere in his compound. Flash is meeting us there. He's been 
scouting the area for ways in." responded Knight. 

"Has he found anything?" asked Ute. 

Knight looked at Ute and said "Nothing yet. The pirates have the 



place locked down." 


"Good news. Found a vent which we could enter through. No security 
around it at all." Said Flash over the radio. 

"That sounds good. Flash. We're on our way." replied Knight. "Okay, 
let ' s move . " 

The team moved to Flash's position, he wore the Operator armor and 
carried a S99 similar to Mutt's. Knight knelt beside him. 

"Where's the vent?" said Knight. 

"Left side, unfortunately a patrol started going by as soon as you 
got here." said Flash. 

"Can't you shoot them?" asked Shadow. 

"Notice how I don't have a silencer on my gun. If I shoot, half the 
country will hear." responded Flash. 

"Let's just move. Cover us." said Knight. 

The two teams moved around the side to avoid being seen by the 
pirates. There were several patrols around the compound and snipers 
on the balconies. There were several air vents around the area, but 
the patrols went by them constantly, except for one. It was mostly 
ignored since it served no purpose. Currently, a pirate stood in 
front of it with his back facing toward the team as they approached 
behind the compound wall. Knight placed his back to the wall and 
prepared to boost the others over the wall. 

"Ant, you first." commanded Knight. Ant handed Rook his DMR and 
jumped up. He pulled his head above the wall to survey the area. He 
found the guard unaware of his presence. He jumped over the wall and 
landed behind the guard. He pulled out his knife and covered the 
guard's mouth. He cut the pirate's throat, causing blood to splatter 
against the wall and for him to choke to death. He placed the body by 
the wall. 

"Clear." Whispered Ant. The rest of the team came over the wall. 
Shadow was the last to go, so he pulled Knight over the wall as Mutt 
pulled the grate off of the vent silently. Knight then disposed of 
the body by throwing it over the wall. The teams began to enter the 
vent, making soft clanging noises as they moved. Knight pulled up a 
schematic of the compound on his HUD. 

"Which way to Jukomb ' s room?" asked Ute. 

"Take a left up here." responded Knight. 

The team followed the order and turned left at the intersection. As 
they walked, conversations about recent finds and fights were 
heard . 

"Should be right here." said Knight as he pointed at a vent 
cover . 


"Why are there Americans here?!" yelled a man. 



A pirate thug responded "I do not know, sir." 

"Find them and bring me their heads!" yelled the man. 

"That is Jukomb." said Knight. 

"Capture him?" asked Rook 

"That's what Command wants. We have to find out the weapons dealer 
connected to him." responded Shadow. 

Rook placed his foot on the vent and pushed it off the hinges. It 
landed on the thug as Rook jumped down and stabbed the pirate in the 
torso. Jukomb began to reach for his pistol until he turned around to 
find Bear standing over him. Bear delivered a single punch to the 
face, which knocked Jukomb out. 

"Someone barricade the door." ordered Shadow. 

Bear and Mutt grabbed a table and turned it on its side, then pushed 
it against the door. Rook grabbed a chair and put it behind the 
table. Knight took the chair behind Jukomb ' s desk and placed it in 
the center of the room. Ute and Ant finished barricading the room by 
locking the windows and closing the curtains. Shadow cut the security 
camera in the room and picked Jukomb up. He placed him in the chair 
as Knight pulled out a few zip ties. Knight tied Jukomb down and the 
team waited for him to wake up. After a few minutes, Jukomb finally 
woke up and found Knight standing over him. He was startled at the 
sight . 

"Got time to talk? I'm pretty sure you do." said Knight in a menacing 
tone . 


Jukomb panicked "Please, who 

Knight responded "I'm asking 
weapons supplier?" 

"No one does. I swear." said 
of the chair. 

Knight began to make a quick 
more . 


are you?" 

the questions. First, who is your 
Jukomb nervously as he tried to jerk 
beeping noise, making Jukomb panic 


out 


Knight glared at Jukomb "My bullshit detector went off. Try 
again . " 

The pirate lord began to sweat intensely. He looked around the room 
at the other operatives. 

"I have no suppliers. Please, let me go." said Jukomb, who was now 
hyperventilating . 

"I'll make this scumbag talk." growled Shadow as he took out his 
pistol and put it to Jukomb ' s head. Jukomb let out a yelp as if 
something hot had touched him. 

"A Russian!" screamed Jukomb. 


"Ah, see not too hard, is it? What's his name?" asked Knight. Jukomb 



remained silent, staring in fear at Knight. Shadow nudged his pistol 
against Jukomb ' s head. This made the pirate cringe. 


"Alexi . Alexi Bourdik." cried Jukomb. 

"Where is he located?" asked Shadow. 

"He's everywhere. He never stays in one spot. Please let me go." 
blurted Jukomb. He looked around the room at the other operatives as 
if to beg for mercy. 

Knight looked at Shadow "I guess that's why it looked like the 
pirates had multiple sources." 

Bear responded "Pretty fucking clever." 

"So we're dealing with a nomadic arms dealer?" questioned Shadow. 

"I must warn you. Bourdik is extremely psychotic and dangerous." said 
Jukomb . 

"That's nice. We love those kinds of guys." responded Bear. 

The operatives began to walk out of the room. Shadow turned to look 
at Jukomb, who was still tied to the chair and struggling. 

"So what do we do with him?" asked Shadow. 

"We don't need him. He's a worthless pirate piece of shit." responded 
Knight . 

"Got it." said Shadow. He aimed his pistol at Jukomb, who barely let 
out a scream as Shadow pulled the trigger sending a bullet through 
Jukomb ' s head. His head slumped back as his eyes stared at the 
ceiling . 

"What the fuck was that?" asked Flash over the radio. 

"Shadow shot Jukomb." responded Knight. 

"Well, he just kicked the hornet's nest. They are entering the 
building and they are pissed." said Flash. "I'll try and take a few 
out." Two shots were heard and more screaming. "That's all I can do 
for now. They have me pinned down." 

"Okay guys, we got company. Take positions." commanded Knight. 

The operatives took defensive positions around the room. Voices were 
heard coming up the stairs and getting closer. Suddenly, no voices 
were heard. 

"They are gonna try to kick the door down. I'd love to see them try 
with that barricade up." whispered Rook. But, a small thunk was 
heard . 

"Is that it?" asked Ute. 

"Oh shit! Get down!" yelled Knight. In an instant, the door exploded 
filling the room with shrapnel. Several of the operatives were 
knocked of their feet. Ute was the only one to remain in a firing 



position. He fired into the open doorway and reached over to help 
Bear up. Shadow sat up and fired his DMR, but was dragged into cover 
by Mutt. Suddenly, an enemy charged through the doorway wielding a 
machete. He was making a beeline for Shadow and Mutt, until Knight 
put his knife into the assailant's stomach. As the pirate fell, 

Knight got in cover beside Mutt and Shadow. 

"Is there another way out?" asked Shadow as Mutt fired from cover. 
Knight looked behind the three at a window. Shadow quickly responded. 
"Oh hell no, we are not-!" 

He was cut off by Knight "We have armor on. It's not that big of a 
drop . " 

"I think it's a bad idea." said Shadow. 

"Here, let's use the rookie as a test subject." said Knight as if he 
was telling a joke. 

Mutt turned around. "Wait. What?" But Knight had already grabbed him 
and tossed him out the window. 

"What the fuck?" asked a shocked Shadow. A crash was heard followed 
by a faint groan of pain. 

"You okay Mutt?" asked Knight over the radio. 

Mutt groaned a little before responding. "Other than being tossed out 
a window, I'm fine." 

"Told you it would work." said Knight as he looked at Shadow. 

"Oh you're such a fucking genius." said Shadow sarcast ically . 

"New escape route, boys." commanded Knight over the radio. Bear 
jumped to the cover Knight was behind. He looked at the broken 
window . 

"That's it?" asked Bear. "Oh well. Look out. Mutt." He jumped out of 
the window. He landed beside Mutt. After Bear recovered, he helped 
Mutt up onto his feet. 

"Ant and Rook, you guys are next." commanded Knight. 

"On it." responded Ant quickly. The two ran for the window as bullets 
flew by them and they jumped out through the windows. 

"Ute, your turn." said Knight. Ute ran for the window and 
jumped . 

Bear said over the radio "We're just waiting for you two." 

"Flash, we are behind the complex. Find a way to us, we will try to 
cover you." requested Knight 

"I'm moving, boss." said Flash 

"We go on three." Knight said. But a grenade landed near the two, 
both looked at it . 



"Fuck that!" yelled Shadow as he grabbed Knight and jumped out of the 
window as the grenade exploded. The two landed with a crash near the 
other operatives. All of them stared at the fire shooting from the 
room . 

"We should get moving." said Shadow. 

"Agreed." responded the group in unison. They began walking down a 
dirt road away from the commotion. Knight got on his radio. 

"Hawk, you near the extraction zone?" asked Knight. 

"I'm on my way." responded Hawk, the engineer of Anchor Team who also 
acted as a pilot for other teams. 

"Meet you in 30." acknowledged Knight. 

As the teams moved between the buildings in the alleyways, sounds of 
feet running were heard above them. Bear and Mutt looked up right at 
the moment several pirates jumped over the alleyway to the next roof. 
Bear panicked and almost popped off a round but was stopped by 
Shadow . 

"They don't see us yet. Don't shoot unless you have to." commanded 
Shadow . 

Then a different noise was heard, a DMR. 

"Flash, where are you?" asked Knight over his radio. 

"I'm on the rooftops!" yelled Flash. 

"We are right below you, so meet up with us. Just look down and 
you'll see us." said Knight. As he said that Flash jumped down into 
the alleyway. 

"What's up?" asked Flash with a chuckle. 

"Not much, stuck in a room with a bunch of crazy pirates with Russian 
weapons." responded Bear. 

"That's cute. I've been lying still for 4 hours staring at people who 
want to kill me." said Flash 

Shadow got in-between the two and said, "Quit arguing, we need to get 
to the extraction zone." The team continued down the alleyway before 
hearing voices. 

"Hold up. I think it's a patrol." commanded Shadow. The team stopped 
and waited for the patrol to pass. As they did, one pirate stopped 
and turned away from the team. 

"I've got this guy." said Knight as he pulled out his knife. He 
approached the enemy and grabbed the pirate's mouth to prevent him 
from screaming. He cut the enemy's throat, letting him bleed out, and 
then carried him out of sight. 

"Let's keep moving" commanded Shadow, as Knight put his knife away. 
The team moved down the alleyway nearing the airfield. As they got 
close, two Hornets flew overhead, and then gunfire was heard. 



"I got these guys." said Hawk. One of the Hornets turned around, 
aiming at the direction of gunfire and fired its twin cannons. The 
gunfire ceased and the Hornets continued to their objectives. 

"Keep moving" commanded Knight. The teams finally cleared the alley 
and arrived at the airfield. Both Hornets had already landed and were 
waiting. The teams began to get into their respective Hornets. 
Suddenly a rocket flew by the Hornet "Irish" Team was on. 

"Got him!" yelled Bear as he aimed his DMR at the assailant and 
fired. The pirate dropped as the Hornets take off. 

"Ok, next destination: USS Houston." said Hawk as the Hornets flew 
of f . 


3. Dealing With The Threat 
Chapter 3: Dealing with the Threat 

Both Hornets landed on the flight deck of the USS Houston, which was 
15 miles off the coast of Somalia. The teams jumped off the Hornets 
and walked across the deck. Several soldiers greeted them as they 
walked . 

"We need to let Command know about something new." said 
Knight . 

"I'll relay the message. What is it?" asked one of the soldiers. 

"We have found out the supplier who has been providing weapons to the 
Somalis. It's a Russian named Alexi Bourdik." responded Knight. 

"Any other information?" asked the soldier. 

"He is very nomadic. That's the reason it looked like the Somalis 
were getting weapons from several sources" Knight responded. 

"That sounds good. I'll give the Command the message." responded the 
soldier as he walked toward the bridge. The team then headed below 
deck to get some rest. They ran into Jaguar, the leader of "Sword" 
Team, on their way down. He wore the Mark V armor variant. 

"Hey. I heard you guys took down Jukomb." said Jaguar. 

"Yeah. Ran into some trouble with the pirates, but nothing we 
couldn't handle." responded Knight chuckling 

Suddenly, another soldier ran down the hall. He was wearing the CQC 
armor. He stopped when he reached the group and sounded almost out of 
breath . 

"Jag, you got to come see this." said the soldier with great 
distress . 

"What is it. Viper?" asked Jaguar. Viper was "Sword's" 
engineer . 


Viper looked at the member's of Zulu and Irish "You guys pissed the 



locals off by killing Jukomb." 


"How? We killed Jukomb. I thought that would help." asked 
Shadow . 

"Apparently, Jukomb was the civilians' only protection from the 
pirates. Now civvies are getting murdered left and right. They are 
blaming you guys for the murders." responded Viper. 

"So are we getting sent in again?" asked Bear. 

"I don't think you will. It's too large of a mission for a four man 
team. Command will probably send in an MEU." said Viper. 

"Anyway, come on rest of the team is this way." said Jaguar, walking 
down the hall. 

They walked down the hall and turned into a room to find two Marines 
and the rest of the Sword in the rec room. Inside were Onyx, Sword's 
heavy gunner, and Wolf, the sniper. Onyx wore the Grenadier armor, 
while Wolf wore the Security armor. But Wolf had her helmet beside 
her, revealing her shoulder length black hair and hazel eyes. As Mutt 
entered the room, he caught sight of Wolf and stopped. Mutt and Wolf 
were childhood friends and at one point had a relationship. Wolf 
looked over at Mutt with curiosity. 

"Hello, sweetheart." said Wolf, with her southern accent in an almost 
loving tone as she shifted in her chair to face Mutt. 

"Hi." responded Mutt, who at the moment was almost paralyzed in 
shock. He did not expect Wolf to be here. "When did you guys get 
in?" 

"Maybe an hour ago, you were still in Mogadishu." added Wolf. "C'mon 
and have a seat . " 

Mutt found an open seat and took it. Currently, the news was showing 
video footage of riots in the streets of Mogadishu, while an 
anchorwoman was talking about the "tragedy of the events going 


"Can we at least mute this dumb bitch?" questioned Onyx in his deep, 
gritty voice. "Or change the channel?" 

Wolf chuckled as she grabbed the remote and muted the TV. "What's the 
matter. Onyx?" she asked. 

"Is this the only channel covering Somalia? This talking head doesn't 
know anything about what's going on." complained Onyx 

"Maybe." Responded Wolf with a grin, she then turned her attention to 
Mutt. "How was resistance in the Mog?" 

Mutt took off his helmet revealing short brown hair and blue eyes. 
"Pirates with Russian weapons, a psychopath for a leader, and now 
riots." Sounding exasperated. 

Wolf chuckled at the response. "At least you were warm. I had to 
freeze my ass off in Germany defending some diplomat." 



Onyx interrupted "Plus, he was a piece of shit. Treated the police 
like dogs." He then began to talk in an insulting high pitched voice. 
"Do this, do that, get out of my way, I'm more important." His insult 
of a diplomat was received with smiles from Wolf and Mutt. 

"So I assume you guys were in the background." Asked Mutt 

"Yeah, sniper detail." Responded Wolf as she put her feet up on the 
table. "Oh, I talked to sis the other day." 

"Where is Fox?" Mutt questioned 

Fox was Wolf's sister; she belonged to Texas Team and was an 
Engineer. All three had grown up in West Virginia close to each other 
in the same neighboorhood . 

"She's back in West Virginia on leave. She's taking Daniel hunting 
for the first time tomorrow." Responded Wolf with a smile. 

"I knew she would take that little guy hunting someday. His parents 
were okay with a chick that kills for a living taking their 10 year 
old son hunting?" Mutt said while laughing. 

"Nah, she just grabbed him right out of his bed." Said Wolf 
sarcast ically . A knock was heard at the door, causing Wolf to look 
up. "Sup, Shadow?" Mutt turned around to face Shadow. 

"Hey Wolf. Debrief in five. Mutt. We are meeting on the bridge with 
Collins." said Shadow. 

"Got it. I'll be right behind you." responded Mutt with a nod. Shadow 
left the doorway as Mutt turned back to Wolf. "So I'll see you after 
this?" asked Mutt. 

Wolf had a smile on her face. "You know it. I'll just be sitting in 
here torturing Onyx." 

Onyx responded in a stern voice "I will tear the TV off the wall if 
you turn those idiots on again." 

Wolf chuckled. "Good luck." 

Mutt stood up from his chair, placed it back where he found it, then 
grabbed his helmet from the table and headed into the hallway. He 
knew the bridge was about 10 decks above, so he assumed he had quite 
a climb. Before he could get to the command tower, where the bridge 
was located, he had to make a journey across the flight deck. When 
Mutt finally reached the flight deck, he noticed a game of football 
going on between members of the deck crew. Mutt put his helmet under 
his left arm and continued to the bridge. Suddenly, Mutt noticed the 
game had stopped. He looked over to investigate the reason for the 
sudden stop and came to realize they were looking at him. He knew 
they saw operatives all the time since the Houston has been an 
operating base for several Delta teams. It hit him suddenly, they 
were seeing an operative without its helmet. These men were seeing 
the human underneath the robotic-like armor. Regulars looked upon 
operatives as if they could be gods, and suddenly they knew 
operatives were just as mortal. He gave the men a quick nod, which 
they returned. As he climbed the stairs to the bridge. Mutt noticed 
Bear waiting for him at the top. Bear was bald with several small 



facial scars along with a large scar across his right cheek. Mutt 
could barely see any emotion in Bear's brown eyes. When Mutt reached 
the top. Bear gave him a playful slap on the back. 

"So you decided to show your face, eh?" Bear grinned. Mutt just 
laughed and shook his head as he opened the door to find Shadow and 
Ute standing over a map with General Collins looking out over the 
flight deck. Shadow had blond hair which he currently had combed over 
and blue eyes. Ute on the other hand had a mohawk, which he had dyed 
black, due to a bet he lost with Bear and had green eyes. Collins 
slowly turned his attention to the team. 

"That was a good job you boys did back there." He commented in a 
hard, stern voice "But you're not out of the fire yet." He moved over 
to the map and pushed a button. Suddenly, a blue 3-D holographic 
image of a city block pops up. Collins continued "Rio de Janiero, 
this is where several Alliance leaders are meeting; including 
President Johnson. Usually, the local Police would handle this, but 
Intel has two Russians in Rio, possibly Spetznaz." Collins pushed 
another button and two profiles pop up from the map. 

"What's being discussed at this meeting?" asked Shadow as he reviewed 
the two profiles. 

"The plans of action against the Communists. Several leaders want to 
place garrisons in key cities in Europe such as Paris, Berlin, and 
Prague. But there are a few leaders who feel the Russians pose no 
threat." answered Collins glancing at each member as he 
talked . 

"Well, they obviously have no clue what happened in Kazakhstan." 
quickly retorted Bear, but he was cut off by Collins. 

"That is why they are having the meeting. To prove that Russia is 
planning for war against the Alliance. Now your job is to make sure 
those two Ruskie sons of bitches don't break up the meeting. Is that 
clear?" explained the General with a slight raise in his voice. 

All four responded in unison. "Yes, sir." 

Collins began to turn toward the observation window as the 
holographic images disappeared. "You are dismissed until 0400 on 
Monday. You will then leave for Brazil and prepare. The meeting is 
Wednesday at 1630 local time." All four operatives left the room but 
as soon as Shadow reached the door, he stopped and looked back at the 
General who was now standing and watching the flight deck. 

"Were you informed of the arms dealer who was selling weapons to the 
Somalis, sir?" asked Shadow. 

"Alexi Bourdik, yes I was. He is no longer our problem. The C.I.A. 
will track him down and take him into custody. I need you focused on 
Brazil." answered Collins without looking back at Shadow. Shadow 
simply nodded and put on his helmet as Zulu moved across the flight 
deck. Shadow noticed the other three were ahead of him and were 
exchanging laughs with some of the deck crew. He quickly caught up 
with them as they kept moving to go below deck. 

"I've always wanted to go to Rio." joked Bear. "Sandy beaches, women 
in bikinis, amazing drinks. Oh, I can see it now." He chuckled as he 



motioned with his hands as if he was looking at a horizon. 

"Yeah, you'll be seeing none of that when we get there. So keep 
dreaming." retorted Ute as he playfully punched Bear's shoulder 
before they reached the stairs. When they reached the rec room. Mutt 
stopped . 

"Hey, I'll catch you guys later." he waved. 

"You know it, dude." answered Bear. Mutt looked in the rec room 
expecting to find Wolf and Onyx in their same place but only found 
two sailors wearing their work camouflage, which was blue, green, and 
grey and resembled what Mutt remembers as a "tiger stripe" design. 
They were both on the couch watching a rather stupid reality show. 
Neither of them noticed the operative standing in the doorway until 
Mutt let out a shrill whistle. Both sailors turned their attention to 
Mutt . 

"You guys see two Deltas in here recently?" asked Mutt as he noticed 
both had gone slack jawed. He got no response. "I'm gonna take that 
as a no." he let out a chuckle. "Relax, guys. This isn't a fucking 
interrogation. Anyway I could find out where one of them is?" 

A sailor finally responded and pointed at a touch screen on the 
opposite wall. "Roster's right there." Mutt walked over to the screen 
and looked at it. He saw a tab labeled "Current Roster". He glanced 
back at the sailors. 

"Everyone currently on this ship is on the roster? Even me?" asked 
Mutt . 

The sailor answered "Yes, should be." Mutt pressed the tab and was 
greeted by a long list of names. The second sailor pitched in some 
advice . 

"It's also voice-act ivated . " 

Mutt nodded. "Neat. Okay, find Delta operator 'Wolf'." Mutt waited 
for the result but was greeted by a soft female voice telling him no 
results were found. Mutt sighed. "Don't tell me I have to say her 
full name" he protested under his breath. He glanced back at the two 
sailors. "Need y'all to cover your ears." The sailors responded with 
questioning looks. "Her name is classified info, meaning you don't 
have permission." The sailors turned around and plugged their ears. 
"Okay, let's see. Eind Staff Sergeant Emily River." Mutt waited for 
the same female voice. 

"Staff Sergeant Emily River is on 12th deck, room 1201." Mutt turned 
around and patted one of the sailors on the back as he walked out. 
Both of them watched as Mutt exited the room and headed for the 
stairs. When he reached the 12th deck, he began to scan the room 
numbers, starting with 1210. 

"1205, 1204, 1203, 1202, and 1201, here we are." When he reached the 
door, he decided to crack it open a little before opening it all the 
way. He found Wolf sitting on her bed, reading a tablet. She had 
taken off her armor and was wearing multi-cam fatigues with a black 
hoodie. She had also put her hair up in a bun. She took one look at 
Mutt as he took off his helmet and smiled. 



"Now what if I had been naked?" she asked. Mutt smiled since he 
already had a smartass response. 


"Well, it's not like I haven't seen you naked before." replied Monk 
as he smiled and placed his helmet on Wolf's dresser. Wolf giggled at 
his response, something Mutt had not heard in a while. 

"Those were better days." She leaned back on the bed and put her 
hands behind her head. "So, whatcha need?" 

"Got my new assignment." said Mutt as he leaned against the dresser. 
Wolf curiously lifted an eyebrow. 

"Where at?" she asked. 

"The sunny beaches of Rio. Except I'm not going to see those beaches 
because I'm defending our wonderful President Kevin Johnson, along 
with several other leaders as they debate whether Russia is a 
'threat'." he responded sarcast ically . 

Wolf smiled "Sucks for you. Sword might be getting leave soon." 

"How long have you guys been active?" 

Wolf looked as if she was retrieving a lost memory. "Eight months and 
thirteen days." she replied 

Mutt nodded "Zulu's been active for almost a year." He stood up and 
grabbed his helmet. "I'm gonna get some sleep, next couple of days 
are going to be filled with planning." 

"You stay safe." smiled Wolf as Mutt walked out. Mutt continued up 
the stair to his room. He took off his armor, revealing a tan 
undershirt and multi-cam pants. He got ready for a day he knew would 
be filled with tedious planning and training. 


4 . Calm Before the Storm 
**Chapter 4-Calm Before the Storm** 

August 9th, 2251 
0400 hours 

Mutt was still sleeping when Shadow opened the door. He looked down 
at the rookie who was snoring softly, and he wanted to give him a few 
more minutes to sleep. But he knew he they had the mission to get to, 
so he quickly nudged the soldier awake. Mutt woke up yawning and 
looked up at Shadow. 

"What's up boss?" asked a still half-asleep Mutt. 

"Heading to Rio, buddy. I'll meet you at the Pel'." Shadow responded 
as he walked out of the room. Mutt threw off the covers and swung 
around placing his feet on the floor. He was wearing nothing but 
black compression shorts, but quickly grabbed his pair of multi-cam 
pants. Slowly, Mutt shuffled over to the sink and mirror and rubbed 
his stubble. Unfortunately, he had no time to shave the rough hair. 

As he grabbed a tan undershirt. Mutt looked at the words "Unde Alii 



Non Audent" tattooed on his chest. He had got the tattoo not long 
after completing RASP and at first regretted it, but after a while 
came to accept it. He put the shirt on, tucked it in, and tightened 
his belt. Glancing over to a closet. Mutt began to put on his armor. 
The first time he remembered it took him over 30 minutes to get the 
armor on, now it took him less than 10. When he finally finished 
putting on the armor, he grabbed his helmet and walked over to his 
weapons locker. Mutt opened it and grabbed his S99 and M392, quickly 
inspecting both of them. He then proceeded to the flight deck where 
he found a Pelican waiting with its cargo ramp lowered and engines 
warming. The rest of the team along with 3 Rangers were standing on 
the ramp waiting. Mutt noticed the Rangers wearing their Army EDO's, 
which were greyish in color, and were wearing the M25B body armor 
system. Shadow turned to the rookie as he approached. 

"Hey Mutt. We have some Rangers joining us for the mission." said 
Shadow . 

One of the Rangers approached Mutt and offered his hand. "I'm Staff 
Sergeant Reyes, those are Sergeants Joseph and Kerry." 

Mutt shook Reyes' hand and noticed he was Hispanic, Joseph and Kerry 
were both Caucasian. "Nice to meet you guys. Which Regiment are you 
from?" asked Mutt. 

Reyes responded with pride. "We are from the 581st." Mutt nodded and 
followed his teammates up the ramp. Once he found his seat, he placed 
his weapons in the holders beside him. He sat down and lowered the 
harness, which he planned to release once the Pelican was in the air. 
He didn't enjoy being restricted in his seat, but he understood the 
need for safety during takeoff. Ute sat beside him and lowered the 
harness, but then tried to adjust in his seat. 

"Why do these harnesses have to be so fucking tight." complained 
Ute . 

"To keep you in your seat during takeoff, that's why." responded 
Shadow as he slapped in his MA37 into the weapon holder beside a 
seat. He then continued to the cockpit and put his hand on the 
pilot's shoulder. "You got this, Murphy?" Murphy wore the Pilot armor 
variant and had an etched a cross into the right side of his helmet. 
He belonged to Icarus Team and, like Hawk, was pilot for most of the 
teams. He turned to look over his shoulder at Shadow. 

"You know it, taking you guys to paradise." responded Murphy in his 
heavy Bostonian accent. 

A voice sounded off from the co-pilot's seat "We are going to Rio, 
Murph, not a gay bar." Shadow turned around to find Slash, Icarus' 
Team Leader. Slash wore ODST armor, but had spray painted shark teeth 
onto his visor. Shadow laughed at the remark. 

"You would find a gay bar to be heaven, wouldn't you, you fucker?" 

The two bumped fists and Shadow turned around and slapped Murphy on 
the shoulder. "Just get us there safely, okay?" 

"Can't promise." said Murphy as he began to flip switches. Shadow 
walked back to his seat and looked at the Rangers sitting across from 
them . 



"You guys may want to tighten your harnesses." He sat down and 
lowered the harness. "Murph and Slash are flying." 

Ute instantly stared at Shadow in disbelief. Bear began to let out a 
hearty laugh, and Mutt on the other hand still sat their motionless 
as if asleep. The Rangers appeared confused and looked at each other 
for guidance. They eventually settled on giving Shadow confused 
looks . 

"Collins let those two knuckleheads fly. Why?" protested 
Ute . 

Suddenly the intercom came to life with Murphy's voice. "This is your 
captain speaking. We are on a one-way flight to the beautiful 
paradise of Rio de Janiero. So please return your trays to the 
upright position. There are no puke bags, so please contain it to 
your helmet. In the case of a crash," Murphy fell silent for a few 
seconds "You're all fucked. Please enjoy your flight with Icarus 
Airlines . " 

"Fuck you, you Irish prick!" screamed Ute, causing Bear to laugh even 
harder. Suddenly, the jets fired causing a kick to be felt by 
everyone in the cabin. Everyone grabbed their harnesses as the heavy 
Pelican lifted into the air and began its journey. The cabin soon 
stopped shaking and the intercom came on again. 

"You may now move around the cabin freely. Enjoy your flight." said 
Murphy. Everyone in the cabin lifted their harness and Shadow got up 
once again and walked back to the cockpit . "What path are you 
taking? " 

"I was thinking about staying over the ocean the majority of the 
time. Only time we will be over land is near the Horn of Good Hope." 
responded Murphy. 

"South Africa is a Communist territory, Murph." answered 
Shadow . 

"Trust me on this one. The CASA may hold most of the country but the 
Liberty Party has the majority in the southern regions." responded 
Murphy . 

Slash decided to butt in. "Oscar Utan is doing a pretty good job 
getting votes from the Communist Party. 

"Okay, I'll leave it to you." said Shadow as he patted Murphy on the 
shoulder and walked back into the cabin. He found everyone relaxing 
in their seats and inspecting weapons, also noticing the Rangers had 
taken off most of their armor. He sat back down beside Ute and leaned 
back . 

"I think the rookie has got a routine with flying." pondered Bear as 
he stood next to a motionless Mutt, who had slumped into his 
seat . 

"What?" asked Ute as he looked over at Mutt. "Huh, rook's fallen 
asleep . " 

"He does this every time we fly. Why?" Bear kept questioning. "I 
could never sleep before a mission." 



Shadow answered for Mutt. "Maybe it's a ritual." He slowly crossed 
his arms. Bear then walked back to his seat and sat down. Around 
twelve hours later, the team finally landed in Rio at the Brazilian 
Air Force Base. When the ramp lowered, the team found two Brazilian 
soldiers waiting for them. They wore greenish jigsaw camo and carried 
an older version of the MA37, the MA21. They quickly stood at 
attention when the team walked down the ramp. An officer wearing a 
red beret stood near the ramp at parade rest, waiting for the 
operators. Shadow offered his hand to the officer, "I'm Shadow from 
the Special Operations Command." The officer shook Shadow's hand, "I 
am Colonel del Santos of the DivisiA^n de InfanterA-a DecimosAOpt imo 
. Welcome to Rio." 

"Glad to be here. Will you be assisting us?" asked Shadow as the rest 
of the team got their equipment off the Pelican. 

"No, that will be the Police's job. They have already assigned 
sniper's nests and checkpoints. All you need to do is set up your 
positions." responded del Santos. 

"Perfect." Shadow looked back at the team as they walked down the 
ramp. Two black SUVs pulled up next to the two men talking. The 
passenger side door of the front SUV opened and a man wearing all 
black stepped out and walked over to Shadow and offered his hand. "I 
am Captain Yevez of the Rio Police Department. I have been ordered to 
escort you to your hotel." 

Shadow shook the Captain's hand. "Sounds good." He looked back at the 
men. "Let's go guys. Load up." The team moved to the second SUV and 
got in. The Rangers filled the third row, while Shadow took the 
passenger's seat and the rest of Zulu took the second row of seats. 
The SUVs drove off and toward downtown and all the commotion. Bear 
looked out the window and then nudged Ute in the shoulder. 

"Dude, look at this." Ute leaned toward the window. "It's a freaking 
carnival . " 

Bear laughed. "Yep. Hey Shadow, wanna go watch the carnival?" 

Shadow shook his head. "We got a mission, boys. We need to be 
focused." Just then a ringtone was heard, causing everyone in the SUV 
turned around looking for the source of the noise. Mutt suddenly 
noticed he was receiving a call over the radio. He looked to see who 
was the caller and found out it was Wolf, he quickly answered. 

"Hey Wolf. What's up?" said Mutt. 

Wolf seemed as if she was panicking when she talked. "Mutt, listen to 
me. According to Jag, a Russian fleet off the coast of Cuba was 
heading toward Rio. Command said the fleet disappeared almost an hour 
ago." Mutt stopped her. 

"Wait, how does a fucking fleet disappear?" responded Mutt as he 
looked up at Shadow. 

"I don't know and neither does Collins. Command is freaking out. All 
I want you to do is stay safe out there. Tell the rest of the guys. I 
got to go now. Sword is getting ready to head out on leave. I just 
wanted to let you know. Bye." The call ended when Wolf hung up. 



Everyone looked at Mutt speechless. Mutt finally informed everyone of 
the current situation. 


"Command said a large Russian fleet heading in the direction of Rio 
just fell off the grid. If you ask me, I think the Russians are 
planning to start a war." 


5. Infierno en el ParaA-so 
**Chapter 5-** **Infierno en el ParaA-so** 

The next two days went off without any interesting events, except for 
the carnival going on. President Johnson and the other leaders 
arrived a day before the conference, Zulu's job was to make sure the 
conference happened. On the day of the conference. Mutt was lying in 
his nest across from the Marriott hotel where the conference was 
taking place. The carnival going on below was starting to get on 
Mutt's nerves. He could barely focus on the job with the constant 
noise. He looked at the meeting through his scope and noticed the 
Canadian Prime Minister was standing up and talking very furiously. 
Mutt's radio came to life suddenly. 

"Mutt, what's going on with the conference?" asked Shadow over the 
radio. Mutt shifted slightly before answering. 

"The Canadian looks pissed about something, don't know what he's 
talking about." responded Mutt. "This carnival is annoying the shit 
out of me, boss . " 

"Yeah, same here. Bear, Ute, how is your position?" asked 
Shadow 

Bear took a little bit responded "Pretty good. Nothing new. You sure 
those Spetz are here?" 

Suddenly, Mutt noticed something strange. A man placed a suitcase by 
a bus stop and walked off without it. Mutt quickly got on his radio 
to Shadow. 

"Boss, 10 o'clock. The bus stop, guy just dropped a suitcase and just 
left . " 

"Ah shit. I see it, Murphy can you get to it. Mutt, spot the guy who 
dropped it. Do it quick. Bear, be prepared to get the leaders out of 
the hotel." Shadow commanded. 

"Got him, and you're not gonna like this. He looks like one of the 
Spetz we're looking for." responded Mutt shortly after. The man was 
tall, muscular and bald. He was wearing a grey hoodie and jeans from 
what Mutt could tell. He kept tracking him waiting for the order to 
shoot. Murphy broke radio silence. 

"I got good news and really bad news. Which one first?" asked 
Murphy . 

"What's the good news?" asked Shadow. 

"It's not a bomb." responded Murphy. "Bad news is, it ' s a 
beacon . " 



"For what?" asked Mutt. Before Murphy had a chance to speak. Mutt's 
question was answered. 

"Barcos rusos descubrieron ! " cried out someone on the radio. 

"Boss?" asked Bear "What did he just say?" 

Shadow responded slowly "I think we just found our missing Russian 
fleet. Get everyone out of that meeting room. Ute, help him." 

"On it." answered Ute. 

"Oh shit." said Shadow in fear. Mutt looked up to see what was 
scaring Shadow so much and found what looked like a star but it was 
getting closer. "Murphy! Get away from the beacon!" Mutt stood up and 
watched the missile close in. At this point he knew there was nothing 
he could do to stop it. The Russians had fired the first shots of 
what he knew would become World War IV. Mutt watched as Murphy 
attempted to clear carnival visitors from the street, but they merely 
looked at him in confusion. Shadow cried out to the rookie. 

"Mutt, get out of the building!" screamed Shadow. The missile 
collided with the building next to the hotel and detonated. The 
explosion threw Mutt off balance and sent debris into the street, 
causing utter chaos. The rookie headed for the stairs while avoiding 
herds of people, hearing three more loud explosions on his way down. 
When he reached ground floor he found Shadow looking out the door. He 
leaned up against his team leader. 

"What the hell is going on?" asked Mutt. 

"Russians are starting a war, that's what's going on?" responded 
Shadow. "Bear, what's your status?" 

"I don't know what's going on. I'm handing the leaders over to the 
police. They are taking them out of the city. I'll be coming out the 
front door with Ute." said Bear sounding almost out of 
breath 

"Waiting for you." responded Shadow as an artillery shell landed in 
the middle of a group of people about 50 yards to the left, killing 
everyone in the group instantly. A second round hit another hotel 
around the 10th floor, the explosion shattered a majority of the 
building's windows. Shadow looked up and noticed artillery and 
missiles going deeper into the city. "Shit." He looked back at the 
hotel entrance and saw Bear and Ute running out and across the 
street. When they reached Mutt and Shadow's position, Ute stopped 
beside Shadow. 

"What the actual fuck is happening? One minute, the Canadian PM is 
talking about Kazakhstan. The next minute, he's screaming about how 
he was right about the Russians attacking while we are running for 
our lives." said Ute sounding out of breath. 

"Fucking nut." protested Bear. "So what are we doing now, 

LT?" 


Shadow looked around for a second as if listening to the explosions 
of the rounds and screams from civilians. "We got to help the police. 



The city's getting shelled and I'm pretty sure they are about to 
land. " 

"Your call. Shadow." responded Mutt. Shadow looked back outside and 
made his decision. He ran out into the street and began to assist 
officers with wounded civilians. Rounds kept falling around them as 
panicked civilians ran for safety. Bear ran over to a crying woman 
who was holding a young man who may have been her son. He had a 
large, bloody chest wound as she cradled him in her arms. Bear 
attempted to pick her up, but she pushed him away. 

"A;DA©jame en paz ! Yo no quiero vivir mA;s!" she cried out. Bear 
backed away and continued down the road until another round landed 
very close behind him. The blast was so powerful that it knocked him 
off his feet and covered him in chunks of asphalt. He got up slowly 
and turned around to see if the woman and her son were okay, but he 
only found a crater where she was sitting. Bear quickly bowed his 
head to pay his respects and then continued on his way. Shadow and 
Mutt were helping a paramedic with a woman with a badly torn up leg 
who had also gone into shock. At that moment, a man in front of 
Shadow fell dead from a gunshot to the chest. Shadow grabbed his MA37 
and spun around to find the assailant and found himself face to face 
with one of the two Spetznaz operators. He was short and had long, 
straight black hair. He was square jawed, bulky and was wearing a 
simple shirt and cargo shorts. He had his QBZ-205 up at the ready. 

But before the operator could fire. Shadow let loose a quick volley 
from his assault rifle. The hot bullets cut through the Russians 
flesh easily since he was wearing no armor. The enemy fell to his 
knees as blood poured from the fresh wounds and stained his shirt 
dark red. But, the operator smiled as he drew his last breath knowing 
he had accomplished his mission. He had helped begin World War IV. 

The Russian's body went limp and fell back, leaving a pool of blood 
on the grass. Shadow looked back at Mutt and the paramedic, both who 
had stopped because of surprise from the gunfire. The silence was 
broken when a message came in from a Brazilian Army base 
nearby . 

"Los informes de vA-ctimas civiles. Los rusos estA;n empezando a 
tierra. Se requiere asistencia." said the soldier delivering the 
message. Monk and Shadow nodded at each other, grabbed their weapons 
and went looking for their comrades. War had begun and no one was 
safe . 


6. Hell Rises 
**Chapter 6-Hell Rises** 

The two operators moved through the street dodging bullet fire and 
shrapnel while directing innocents to safety. Mutt ducked as he 
listened to 7.62s whistling by his head. He quickly fired back with 
his DMR at the Russians rushing off the beach and through alleys onto 
the streets. The first wave of Brazilians greeted the invaders with a 
deadly volley from their MA21s, but the Russians retaliated with 
deadly precision from their QBZs. One Brazilian beside Shadow had 
taken a bullet to his chest and had fallen limp. A comrade of his 
came up to replace him, but was quickly taken down by a kill shot to 
his neck. Shadow turned to face Mutt, who was trying to assist a 
medic . 



"Mutt!" screamed Shadow through the gunfire and explosion. The rookie 
looked up and quickly ran over to Shadow, dodging several bullets in 
the process. He kneeled beside him and continued to fire. 

"What's up, boss?" asked Mutt. One of Mutt's shots went through a 
Russian's skull causing him to fall limp. The corpse tripped up two 
other Russians, both of whom were easily cut down by Brazilian 
f ire . 

"Where are Bear and Ute?" Shadow questioned. Mutt responded by merely 
shrugging . 

"We split up during the initial bombardment! They went somewhere else 
to help!" responded Mutt. Shadow was terrified by this news. His team 
was split up and he didn't know how they were. He cared for his team 
because they were his brothers and closest friends. For him, losing 
one of his teammates was like losing a family member. He quickly got 
on the radio to find his lost comrades. 

"Bear, Ute, where are you guys?" screamed Shadow. 

Bear answered "Falling back a couple of blocks from Avenida 
Atlantica. I think we are near Hotel Canada." Bullets could be heard 
whizzing by him as he talked on the radio. 

"You two stay safe out there, okay?" said Shadow. 

"Will do, bossman." responded Bear as Shadow raised his MA37, opening 
fire on several Russians running down an alley. Most of them were 
killed but two of them fell down screaming in pain. A couple of their 
friendlies dragged them to safety away the bullets. Shadow turned to 
Mutt who was currently reloading his DMR. "We need to fall back! The 
Russians are going to overrun us!" he screamed to the rookie. Mutt 
agreed by nodding and tapping a Brazilian soldier beside him. When 
the soldier gave Mutt his attention. Mutt motioned behind them. 

"We have to fall back!" yelled Mutt as loud as he could at the 
soldier. The soldier nodded and turned to his 
squadmates . 

"Retirarse!" he screamed as soldiers began to retreat under the hail 
of Russian bullets. As they pulled back, an artillery round landed 
near Shadow and a group of soldiers. The explosion sent the operator 
flying into a wall, causing him to become dizzy. He looked around to 
try and get his bearings but the scene in front of him was pure 
madness. He could hear nothing in his ears due to the ringing, but to 
him it was better than hearing the screams of dying men. In the 
blurriness Shadow saw Mutt running over to his slumped body. His 
teammate gave a quick glance at Shadow, but then Mutt began to hit 
Shadow as if trying to wake a sleeping person. In an instant. Shadow 
took in all the sights and sounds of war at once. He looked around 
quickly to assess the situation. 

"Wake the fuck up, LT ! " yelled Mutt "You're okay!" The rookie then 
stood up and held out his hand. Shadow grasped it and allowed Mutt to 
pull him off the wall. Shadow found the crater where the shell had 
impacted and found three dead Brazilians in an almost unrecognizable 
state. He felt lucky until he got a call from Ute. 


"Boss. I found one of the Rangers, Joseph. He's dead, took some shrap 



to the chest." reported Ute. 


"Damn" responded Shadow as he and Mutt continued to move back with 
Mutt and the Brazilians. "What about the other two?" 

"Nothing. I'll look for them." answered Ute. A bullet whizzed by 
Mutt's head. He turned around to return fire, unloading the rest of 
his clip. He reloaded the DMR as Shadow picked up his MA37 from the 
ground. Shadow tapped the rookie on the shoulder and motioned for him 
to keep moving back. Mutt ran as Shadow covered him from the Russian 
fire. Murphy made an announcement to the team. 

"Listen guys. Slash and I made it back to the Pelican with a Ranger. 
Unfortunately, he's hit pretty bad. Just letting you know I'm 
starting the engines and we are leaving ASAP." said Murphy over the 
radio . 

"We have to stay and defend Rio, Murph ! " screamed Ute in 
response . 

As an argument rose between the two. Shadow looked around at the 
scene. Russians had already taken several blocks with no resistance, 
they outgunned the Brazilians, and artillery was bombarding the city. 
He watched as missiles collided with buildings causing massive 
destruction. One building began to collapse, causing the ground to 
rumble with the force of an earthquake. Now, Shadow had to make a 
tough decision: Stay, defend Rio, and possibly risk losing a teammate 
or Play it safe and fall back. Shadow got back on the radio. 

"Rio's lost. Fall back. Maybe we can regroup with some of the main 
force." commanded Shadow. 

"That's bullshit! We can still defend this!" yelled Ute. 

"It's my decision to make, Ute! Not yours!" argued Shadow "I'm not 
gonna lose someone I care about over a no-win situation!" 

"We can push them back, LT ! " continued Ute. 

"No you can't! You're outgunned and outmanned! We are split up! The 
town is getting destroyed! We lost!" screamed Shadow "Now fall 
back ! " 

"Yes, sir" responded Ute angrily. Shadow hated yelling at his 
teammates but he knew Ute was about to do something stupid and would 
get him or Bear killed. He continued to move back with Mutt, hoping 
to find Bear, Ute, and the lost Ranger. He knew Sgt . Joseph was dead 
but Murphy mentioned they had found one of the Rangers but he didn't 
know if it was Reyes or Kerry. He hoped they would find both of them 
alive. The situation at the moment was pure chaos, explosions ripping 
through the city, quick attacks followed by even quicker 
counterattacks . As Mutt and Shadow did their best to stay together on 
the way to the airbase, they noticed the streets littered with bodies 
of civilians and soldiers alike. Shadow had been in large fights 
before but none on this scale. He had defended the town of Freetown 
in Sierra Leone from an insurgent which left hundreds dead, but this 
death toll looked to be in the thousands. Shadow felt like he was 
going to be sick at the sight of the bodies so bad that he had 
completely forgotten about the artillery barrage. He was once again 
brought back to his senses by the rookie, who put his hand on his 



shoulder . 


"Let's go, bro . We need to move." said the operator calmly. Shadow 
responded by nodding his head. The two ran into almost resistance to 
the airport until they almost 800 yards from the Pelican. They ran 
into a small Russian patrol in a neighborhood. Before being spotted 
the two took cover behind a house, but Shadow noticed a soldier being 
dragged. He was extremely dirty and bloody making his uniform 
unrecognizable. He had blood gushing two gunshot wounds to his torso 
and another to his arm. Neither Shadow nor Mutt could see the 
soldier's face as a Russian pushed him against a wall. One of the 
Russians pulled out his side arms as his other three comrades amused 
themselves by hitting the prisoner of war. 

"Damn. We gotta do something." whispered Mutt. One of the soldiers 
delivered a vicious right hook to the prisoner's face, causing him to 
go to a knee. 

"Na koleni, amerikanskiy svin'ya!" yelled a Russian. 

"Ah hell." Shadow whined under his breath. He knew enough Russian to 
know the Communists had gotten to the lost Ranger before they could. 
He started thinking of a plan to free the captured American. 

"Proshu dlya svoyey materi ! " said the Russian as he placed the pistol 
to the back of the Ranger's head. The Ranger could be heard saying a 
prayer in Spanish. Instantly, Mutt recognized the voice of Reyes. He 
looked to Shadow for a plan. 

Shadow merely said "We shoot on three. Onea€ 1 Twoa€ 1 " 

"Ad zhdet svoyu dushu , sobaka." was the last word of the Russian as 
Shadow and Mutt turned around the corner. 

"Three!" shouted Shadow as he unleashed his first round. The Russians 
were so shocked at the new assailants that they did not fire at all. 
Mutt and Shadow easily cut down the four enemies with precision. Two 
of the enemies were killed by shots to the head, another to the 
chest, the last took a shot in the torso and finally the chest. Reyes 
was even shocked and fell to the ground screaming curse words in 
Spanish. Mutt picked him up and assessed the damage. Reyes' face 
looked like that of a prize fighter. His nose had been badly broken 
and his right eye had swollen. Fortunately, he could still walked and 
the group made the final push to the Pelican. Shadow was the first 
one on the ship and was greatly relieved to find Bear and Ute alive 
and intact. He ran over and quickly embraced the two. 

"Don't you ever do that again, fucker. You're my brother and I care 
about you." said Shadow emotionally. Both operators returned the 
favor as Mutt assisted Reyes aboard with the help of Kerry. The ramp 
began to raise as Slash walked into the cabin. 

"Collins wants us on the Titan." said Slash 

"We failed the mission, didn't we? We lost Rio." whined Ute. 

"No, it was kind of a success. We protected the leaders and plans are 
already being made for an offensive. Zulu's getting leave time." 
responded Slash. 



Shadow let out a sigh. He was having conflicted feelings. He was 
relieved, but at the same time he had a burning passion to continue 
to fight. He made his way to his seat, taking off his helmet and 
placing his gun in the holder. He hoped for a short war, but he knew 
all too well this war would go on for years. 


7 . Love Remembered 
**Chapter 7- Love Remembered** 

The Pelican approached the USS Titan, which was located in the Gulf 
of Mexico. Murphy got on the radio with the control tower as they got 
closer . 

"USS Titan, this is Icarus 2-3, requesting permission to land." said 
Murphy over the radio. 

"Icarus 2-3, permission granted." responded the radio control tower 
to Murphy's request. 

"Be advised, I have two injured soldiers aboard who are in need of 
medical attention." Murphy told the control tower. 

"Copy that, we will have medical teams waiting for you." responded 
the tower. The Pelican landed on the flight deck and the ramp began 
to lower. Bear and Ute picked Kerry up out of the chair and supported 
him. Reyes was still strong enough to get up so he waved off Mutt's 
attempt to help him up. When the ramp was finally fully lowered, 
several medics ran onto the Pelican and assisted the wounded Rangers. 
Slash and Murphy joined Zulu before following the medics down the 
ramp, and they found Collins waiting for them on the deck. They 
walked up to their commander and saluted him, which Collins returned. 
The operatives stood at parade rest and waited for the general's 
orders . 

"Gentlemen, you boys went through hell. That's why I'm granting Zulu 
Team five weeks leave. Slash, I will be giving Icarus Team three 
weeks. Use it wisely." ordered the general as he walked away. The 
operators quickly got to their room and began packing belongings. 

Mutt was extremely excited since he knew he would be seeing both Wolf 
and Fox very soon. After packing his stuff, he closed his bags, 
picked it up, and flipped the strap over his shoulder. He headed back 
to the Pelican finding Shadow already aboard, with Bear trailing not 
far behind. When Mutt entered the cabin and found an open seat, he 
removed his helmet. Placing in the seat next to him he slumped back 
and closed his eyes. He quickly fell asleep before the transport took 
off. Shadow walked past the sleeping Mutt and noticed he had not 
lowered his harness, so he lowered it for him quietly hoping not to 
wake Mutt. Shadow took his seat, thinking about what he would do when 
he got home, who he would see, and unfortunately, how to explain what 
had just happened. 

**2 days later** 

He could see his breath in the crisp, fall air as he walked along the 
side of the road looking at the houses. Mutt held his hands in the 
pockets of the black hoodie he was wearing. He only brought his hand 
out of the pocket to feel his rough beard. He looked around trying to 
get his bearings, since he had not been back in West Virginia for 



almost a year. But he knew for sure that Wolf lived on Chandler 
Drive, almost a block from his house. He finally reached his 
destination, looking up at the small, two-story brick house. He 
climbed the two sets of stairs to her door and knocked after 
adjusting his hoodie a little. After he knocked he heard Wolf 
yell . 

"I'm coming, just hold on a minute!" yelled Wolf. Mutt then heard 
Wolf walking to the door. He waited and looked around until he heard 
the door being unlocked. When she opened the door. Mutt found her 
wearing a white tank top and jeans, but she was barefooted and had 
her hair hanging around her shoulders. She merely smiled when she saw 
Mutt on her doorstep. 

"What brings you here. Mutt?" she said as she leaned against the door 
frame . 

"We're off-duty, Emily. We can use our given names." grinned Mutt. 
"Also, I was just looking for some company." 

Wolf chuckled "As you can see I'm not really prepared for company, 
buta€ 1 " she paused for a second "I guess you can come in." She got 
out of the doorway and walked inside. Mutt took his hood off showing 
that his short brown hair had grown a little. He took off his boots 
at the door and placed them by the door. The boots had once belonged 
to Mutt ' s great-grandfather and he found them more comfortable to 
wear than any other shoe he had. He walked in and looked around, 
spotting two jackets on the hanger. He now could assume Fox was home 
as well. He looked to where Wolf had gone and found her in her living 
room watching the television. The two of them exchanged looks and 
remained silent until Wolf spoke. 

"I'm glad you made it out of Rio in one piece, Chris. Shit's getting 
real serious over there." she said as Mutt walked in and looked at 
what was on. The attack on Rio was huge news and was being covered by 
everyone. On the screen currently was a live shot of Rio, most of the 
city was engulfed in smoke and gunfire could be heard as the reporter 
talked about the efforts of the Brazilian Army to push back the 
Russians. "According to INN, the fighting has moved into the favelas. 
Russians are showing no signs of letting up though, they are 
slaughtering everyone in their path." she shook her head in 
dismay . 

"Are we planning to send anyone in?" asked Mutt. 

"Collins won't send in another Delta team if you guys got rid of 
those Spetz." answered Wolf. 

"Shadow got one of them. I don't know about the second one. Probably 
ditched after the beacon was placed." responded Mutt. Wolf turned to 
her left and began to walk, but then stopped and looked over her 
shoulder at Mutt . 

"You want anything to drink?" she asked. Mutt sat down on her couch 
thinking . 

"What do you have" questioned Mutt. Wolf opened her refrigerator and 
looked inside. 


"Got some soda, water, juice, beer." 


she answered. 



"What beers do you have?" asked Mutt 


"Coors, Bud, anda€ 1 oh look." she looked up holding a bottle. "I got 
your favorite." 

"It's kinda like you were expecting me, doesn't it? Give me the 
Yuengling" answered Mutt. She then pulled out a can and tossed Mutt 
the bottle along with a bottle opener. Mutt popped the cap off and 
put it on the table beside him. Wolf opened her beer and the two of 
them toasted. After taking a quick drink from her beer. Wolf began to 
change the channels. Mutt looked at her confused. 

"You alright?" he asked. 

"Yeah, I'm just tired of seeing that shit on the TV. I went on leave 
to get a break from it, not have it shoved in my face 24/7." she 
protested. Wolf took one more sip from her beer and noticed Mutt was 
still looking at her. The two began to lean closer to each other as 
Mutt closed his eyes. Suddenly, he felt a blade against his neck, 
causing him to go stiff. 

"Don't try anything funny with my sister. Mutt." said a 
voice . 

"Jesus Christ, Sarah! What the fuck is your deal?" yelled Wolf. Mutt 
felt the blade come off his neck, he opened his eyes and turned 
around to find Fox holding her usual tomahawk. She had short, brown 
hair similar in color to Mutt's. She was short, around five foot six, 
and was muscular for a female. At the moment. Fox was wearing a blue 
t-shirt which had the logo of the university. Also, she had on a pair 
of torn blue jeans. 

"What? Last time you two started kissing, I heard you guys for two 
hours. You're a screamer, sis. I couldn't sleep." complained Fox as 
she put the tomahawk down. She then turned her attention to Mutt. "So 
Chris, how was Rio?" 

"Shit." responded Mutt simply. 

"How shit?" asked Fox. 

"Worse than a Waffle House bathroom." joked Mutt. 

"That's pretty shit." chuckled Fox. 

"Indeed." smiled Mutt. He grabbed his beer and took another drink. 

Fox proceeded to sit between the two, wrapping her arms around both 
of them. 

"So what are you two up to?" chuckled Fox. 

"Just looking for something to watch." said Wolf as she grabbed the 
remote. "Also, having a beer." 

Fox jumped up onto the couch. "Oh, can I have one?" asked Fox with 
excitement . 

Wolf rolled her eyes. "Yeah, sis, you don't need to ask." Fox jumped 
off the couch, walked over to the fridge and grabbed a can. She 



opened it as she walked back to the couch. Suddenly, Mutt's phone 
began to ring. He grabbed it from his jeans pocket to check the 
number. The caller ID read "Charlie", so Mutt knew he had to answer. 
He stood up and walked out of the room as Wolf watched him 
confused . 

"Hey. What's up?" asked Mutt as he paced the hallway. 

"Hope you're ready for some training, bro . " answered Shadow. From the 
quality of the call. Mutt knew Shadow was driving. "Listen, everyone 
is coming to Charleston to train." 

"Liar." said Mutt annoyed. 

"Okay fine, maybe we want to see Sarah and Emily too." admitted 
Shadow. "But I am serious about training." 

"So, Eli is coming all the way from fucking Cali to train?" 
questioned Mutt. 

"Damn straight he is, I'm in North Carolina right now, and last time 
I heard from James he was in Tennessee." said Shadow. 

"Is James bringing his wife and kid?" Mutt worried. 

"Nah." responded Shadow. "She's staying with her brother in Chicago. 
Listen, I got to go. I'll see you soon buddy." Shadow hung up. Mutt 
dropped the phone back in his pocket and turned around to find Wolf 
behind him. He began to explain the situation but she interrupted him 
before he could start. 

"I heard. Train hard, soldier." she said as she leaned up against 
Mutt. "Just promise you'll come by again soon." 

Mutt held her hands. "I promise." She then leaned in and gently 
kissed Mutt on his cheek. Wolf then slowly walked back into the 
living room as Mutt backed out of the door. 

**The next day: 1500** 

Runners watched in amazement as the two men sped past them, each one 
sprinting for the finish line as fast as they could. Neck in neck, 
the two of them crossed the line as Mutt and Bear hit their 
stopwatches. Bear looked back at the crowd which had gathered about 
thirty minutes ago. 

"Looks like Charlie and Eli have gathered a crowd" chuckled Bear. 

Mutt smiled as he looked behind him waiting for the two runners to 
catch their breath. 

"Well it's not often that two white boys outrun the entire track 
team." joked Mutt. 

Ute was the first one to arrive. He was short but muscular, which was 
very obvious because of his lack of a shirt. He was also wearing 
black gym shorts. But his most obvious feature was the rose tattooed 
on the right side of his chest in honor of his mother. He brushed his 
mohawk as he approached the two timekeepers. 

"Okay, which one of you has my time?" he asked as he inhaled deeply. 



Bear raised his watch to indicate he had his time. 


"Damn, three miles in 11:40.65. Nice time, Eli." said Bear with a 
grin on his face as Mutt showed him Shadow's time. 

"Ha! Beat that LT ! " gloated Ute as he walked to the water fountain. 
Shadow then approached Mutt. He was tall and stocky. He had several 
scars on his chest and had a barbed wire tattoo design going around 
his right arm, along with an intricate sleeve on his left arm 
depicting an armored knight fighting a dragon. He was wearing a black 
sleeveless shirt and red gym shorts. 

"What's my time, Chris?" questioned Shadow. Mutt looked back at Bear 
grinning, who was a beast of a man and was well adorned with 
tattoos . 

"Well, LT, you did it in 11:40:13." answered Mutt. This result caused 
Ute to do a spit take, almost splashing several bystanders. 

"That's bullshit!" protested Ute. "I beat his ass, Charlie, and you 
know it! You know what I want to race again!" Shadow calmed the angry 
operator, patting him on the shoulder. 

"Maybe tomorrow, Eli. I think it's about time to head back to the 
house." said Shadow calmly, sounding almost like a father. The team 
began to pack Mutt ' s car with their gear and sat in the car as Mutt 
started the engine. Einally, the car pulled into Mutt's house on 
Rayhill Drive. It was the same one Mutt had grown up in as a child. 

He walked up to the door, unlocked it, and tossed his bag on the 
couch. The rest of the team began to make themselves at home. 

Bear happily sighed "Home away from home." Mutt chuckled at 
this . 

"You need to visit more often to call it that." joked Mutt. 

"You really think I'm going to drag Caroline and the kid all the way 
from Wisconsin to see your bitch ass." laughed Bear. "I'm just 
kidding. Maybe next time we get leave. I'll do my best to convince 
her." The rest of the evening went on without anything exciting. It 
wasn't until later that night when everyone was asleep that Mutt 
heard a noise which startled him. He thought he had heard his door 
opening and closing, causing him to draw a pistol he kept near him. 

He felt reassured it was nothing until he heard the creak of 
something walking in the hallway. He got out of his bed and began to 
walk to his door. Suddenly, the door opened and the light came on. 
Mutt began to pull the trigger but let off when he saw the intruder 
was Wolf. Wolf finding herself in Mutt's sights managed to hold back 
a shriek. 

"Shit. You were about one pound away from having a bullet in your 
head, Emily." exhaled Mutt as he lowered the gun. 

"Thanks for the heads up" voiced Wolf as began to calm down. 

"So what do you want?" asked Mutt. 

"I wanted to see you." whimpered Wolf. Mutt rolled his eyes. 

"So you broke into my house?" asked Mutt sounding annoyed "You could 



have knocked." 


"Well, I wanted to sneak up on you." responded Wolf shyly. 

"That strategy almost got you killed." Mutt said as he yawned. He 
glanced back at Wolf who had an evil grin on her face. "Oh god, no, 
not tonight . " 

"Please?" begged Wolf. Mutt slumped his shoulders as Wolf 
pleaded . 

"Ok, fine. But you keep quiet or you're gonna wake the guys." 
responded Mutt. 

"Deal." exclaimed Wolf as she closed the door and turned off the 
light. "But you might be the one yelling tonight." she giggled as the 
light went off for the night. 


8. The Gang's All Here 
**Chapter 8- The Gang's All Here ** 

The sounds and smell of frying woke Mutt up. He wiped his eyes and 
stretched his arms, yawning. He turned to his right and found Wolf 
still asleep. He smiled as he got out of bed slowly, grabbed an old 
football jersey and sweatpants, and headed downstairs. When he 
reached the bottom of the stairs he found Shadow in the kitchen, 
while Bear and Ute sat at the table. Shadow turned around to face the 
two . 

"I'm telling you, I can cook a mean omelet." protested Shadow as he 
held up his spatula. 

"You've been eating shitty MRE ' s for almost 12 years of your life, 

LT . Your taste buds are dead." joked Bear. Shadow looked over at Mutt 
and smiled. 

"Well good morning, sunshine." said Shadow as he smiled. 

"Morning" groaned Mutt as he put the jersey on over his body. He 
headed over to the fridge. 

"Eli made some coffee for us." offered Shadow. But Mutt reached into 
the fridge and pulled out an energy drink. He popped open the top and 
walked over to the table. Shadow smiled. "You know that shit's bad 
for you . " 

"Oh keep bitching, mom." groaned Mutt as he drank from the can and 
pulled a chair out. He sat down as Bear looked over to Shadow. 

"So what's the plan for today, boss?" asked Bear as Shadow place 
pieces of the omelet on four plates and began placing them on the 
table. Shadow then grabbed his mug and took a drink of coffee before 
explaining the day's plan. 

"There's a firing range near here. I was thinking about taking the 
gang there for a little bit." explained Shadow. Eorks clanging 
against plates were briefly interrupted in order for Ute to 
talk . 



"So who's going?" questioned Ute with a mouthful of egg. Shadow 
looked up from his plate to answer. 


"Us, Wolf, and Fox." answered Shadow. 

"Wait, what about me?" asked Wolf from the bottom of the stairs. 
Everyone turned around to face Wolf who was at the foot of the stairs 
wearing a bathrobe. Everyone but Mutt had a shocked look on their 
face. Mutt nervously smiled as Wolf scratched her arm. "I couldn't 
find my clothes, so I grabbed this robe. If that's alright." she said 
shyly . 

"Yeah it's fine. I don't know where you tossed your clothes, but 
we'll find them." responded Mutt. He got up from his seat and hugged 
Wolf, pulling her close to his body, finally. Bear broke the awkward 
silence . 

"Did you two do what I think you did?" asked a shocked Bear 

Wolf giggled as she responded. "Oh, James, all night long." Mutt 
sighed as he rolled his eyes knowing everyone would be asking about 
what happened. He looked back down at Wolf. 

"What do you want for breakfast, Emily?" asked Mutt. 

"Anything is fine." Wolf responded as she flicked her long, black 
hair to the side and walked over to the table and grabbed Mutt's 
energy drink. "Yoink, mine." she laughed as she took a sip. Mutt 
smiled and shook his head. 

"How about an egg?" asked Mutt as he got a pan out. 

"Sounds fine to me." she said as she looked at the can. "This shit's 
bad for you, Chris. You know that, right?" Mutt sighed once again as 
he cracked an egg. Shadow butted in without hesitation. 

"I keep telling him that, Em." joked Shadow. She put the drink back 
where she found it as she pulled up a chair. 

"So, want me to call Sarah see if she can bring the truck?" asked 
Wolf as Mutt continued to cook her egg. Shadow leaned back in his 
chair as he finished his last bite. 

"That would be awesome." responded Shadow, Wolf peered over to Mutt 
in the kitchen. 

"Hey Chris, where's my phone?" Wolf questioned as Mutt slid the 
finished egg onto a plate and walked over to the table. 

"It was in your pants. Just use mine" Mutt answered as he grabbed his 
phone from the counter and tossed it to Wolf, who caught it in her 
right hand and began going through the contacts until she found her 
sister. She hit the 'call' button and placed it up to her ear. 

"Hey sis, it's Emily. ListenaClYou don't need to know why I'm at 
Chris' houseaC 1 Okay , listen, Charlie is planning on going to the 
firing range today and wants to take usa€ 1 I need you to bring the 
truck to Mutt's placeaC 1 OkayaC 1 See you soon." She hung up and placed 
the phone back on the table and looked up at the group. "She said 



she'll be here in an hour, she still has to shower and get 
dressed . " 

Shadow got up from his seat saying "We better do the same thing, dibs 
on first shower downstairs." 

Ute and Bear got up as well "You son of a bitch, Charlie" protested 
Ute, to which Shadow chuckled. The three then walked into the living 
room as Mutt walked upstairs. Wolf began to follow him very carefully 
into his room. She gently leaned up against his back. Mutt pulled a 
pair of blue jeans from the closet. 

"Found your jeans." Mutt said as he smiled softly. Wolf quickly 
snatched the jeans away from him smiling. "You can use the bathroom 
right there" he continued nodding his head in the direction of the 
bathroom. She walked away but brushed her hand gently down his 
back . 

She giggled. "Just don't spy on my ass, alright?" Mutt smiled as he 
held back a laugh. 

"No promises." he joked as Wolf closed the bathroom door behind her. 
Mutt sat down on the bed going through clothes until he noticed a 
picture frame behind the nightstand. He reached for it and brought it 
out from its cover. He found it to be a picture of him and Wolf 
during their senior year in high school, and Mutt could tell he still 
had not decided to enlist because his hair was still quite long in 
the picture. He then figured the picture had been taken almost seven 
years ago. He gently placed the picture back on his nightstand. 
Eventually, everyone was ready and Fox pulled her truck into the 
driveway . 

"Grab the weapons, boys." ordered Shadow as he picked up two gun 
cases. Fox opened the driver's door and jumped down. She saw the guns 
and shook her head. 

"Christ, you guys look like you're preparing for Armageddon." she 
complained as she lowered the tailgate. Shadow merely glanced at her 
when he responded. 

"Well with what the Russians are doing, we might be facing 
Armageddon." he said as he slid the two cases into the truck bed. The 
rest of the gang loaded their weapons as Fox started the truck. 

"My sis gets shotgun, I need to talk to her. You guys sit in the 
bed." demanded Fox. Mutt already knew what Fox wanted to talk about 
to Wolf as he jumped over the side into the bed. Once all the 
operatives were in the back. Fox began to pull out of the 
driveway . 

"You know what this feels like? That op we did in Thailand." Bear 
joked 

"Not really, James. It's colder and I'm not swatting at any damn 
mosquitos." retorted Shadow. 

"At least it was better than being stuck in a canyon like that one 
group." answered Mutt. "What were their names?" 


"Just a group of idiots Command tricked. No one important." replied 



Shadow. The rest of the group laughed as Fox continued down the road. 
Ute then nudged Mutt's shoulder. 

"So, you and Emily, huh?" asked Ute jokingly. Mutt shoved him away as 
the others laughed. 

"I'm not giving details, you pervert." responded Mutt. 

"Not that, dude. Are you two getting back together?" Ute continued to 
interrogate. Mutt paused for a second thinking of an answer. 

"About a seventy percent chance . Okay, no more questions." answered 
Mutt . 

Ute looked over to Shadow. "No further questions, your 
honor . " 

Shadow began to snicker as Fox opened the back window. 

"We are about ten minutes from the range. You guys alright back 
there?" she asked the group. Shadow responded by giving her a thumbs 
up. She then closed the window again as she turned left onto a gravel 
road. The rest of the trip was spent in silence until a small brick 
building came into view. Everyone in the bed of the truck sat up. Fox 
pulled into a space and came to a stop. The four in the bed jumped 
out and landed in the gravel with loud crunching noises. Ute lowered 
the tail gate and everyone began to grab their weapons and headed for 
the front door. Fox was the first to enter, followed by Wolf, and 
Zulu entered last. The man at the counter was short, plump, and had 
grey hair and beard. He wore thick glasses which peered over to the 
group as they entered. 

"What's up, Gary?" nodded Fox as she entered the shop. 

Gary pointed at the others in the group. "Who are these people, 

Sarah? " 

Shadow responded for everyone. "That's classified information." he 
said as he walked up to the counter. "How long can we use the 
range? " 

"As long as you want." answered the storeowner. "Only thing you have 
to buy is ammo." 

Bear laughed a little as he held up an ammo can. "We got plenty of 
that . " 

The owner turned to walk back into the office. "Just follow the rules 
and we'll have no problems." 

The team walked outside via the back door and found several stations 
for different weapons and scenarios. This included a two story 
building used for breaching and a range specifically for marksmen. 
Mutt nodded to Wolf in the direction of the range and she agreed to 
head that way. Shadow glanced over at both of them. 

"Hey, I was planning on hitting that building once we get our guns 
warm." Shadow said. 


"Sounds good." responded Mutt as he and Wolf walked up the path with 



their cases. When they reached the range they found a row of several 
paper targets in front of a large dirt backstop. The targets were 
about 400 to 500 meters out. Both of them placed their cases on a 
bench and opened them. Mutt pulled out his S99 with a lOX scope which 
could be adjusted down to 8X. When he looked over to see what Wolf 
had, he found her holding an SR78, an older, bolt-action make of the 
S99. It was also shorter and had no muzzle brake, but it had a larger 
six round magazine. She had equipped it with a 12X scope and a bipod. 
But Mutt also noticed she had attached iron sights to the side of the 
rifle . 

"You still use that thing, Emily?" joked Mutt as he locked his bipod 
into place and walked up to a station. Wolf laughed at the insult of 
her choice of weapon. 

"It still works. Why fix what isn't broken?" she questioned as she 
placed her rifle down at the station. They began to hear the shots 
from the others. Mutt set up his Rangefinder next to his rifle and 
adjusted it to the targets. He quietly chuckled at Wolf's response as 
he lied on his stomach and looked down his scope. "You know this 
relationship has to end once we are back on the field?" she said 
quietly . 

"Yeah, I know." Mutt responded as he steadied his aim. He had one of 
the paper targets in his sights and he began to adjust for wind and 
distance . 

"I just fear it might get in the way of an op and compromise a 
mission." she continued as Mutt began to apply pressure to the 
trigger. "You understand where I'm coming from?" 

"Yeah." answered Mutt as he pulled the trigger. A loud ' crack ' 
sounded as the rifle fired. Mutt watched through the scope as a hole 
appeared in the bulls-eye. Soon after Mutt's shot. Wolf's SR78 
sounded off with a 'snap'. 

"Bulls-eye." she said as she pulled the bolt back ejecting the round 
with a 'click'. Three more were heard as she chambered another round. 
Mutt looked over to her and smile. 

"Lowest score buys drinks for the other. Deal?" asked Mutt. 

"You're on." responded Wolf with confidence. The two of them 
continued firing until each of them had fired twelve more rounds 
downrange . The two operators walked to the targets to find out each 
other's scores. After comparing the targets, it was decided that Wolf 
had won by three points. She smugly glanced at Mutt as if she was 
bragging. Mutt patted his pockets down and looked back at Wolf with a 
worried look. 

"Mind if I get an I.O.U.?" he asked nervously as he smiled. 

Wolf smiled as she responded. "Fine, but this is the last time. Next 
time, you need and I.O.U., I'm gonna take your nuts off." she joked 
as she began to walk back to the station. 

"Yes, ma'am." sarcast ically responded Mutt as he followed Wolf back 
to his rifle. 



9. Back In Business 
**Chapter 9- Back in Business** 

September 18, 2551 

Mutt sat on his bed and continued to inspect his helmet, until there 
was a knock on his door. When he looked up he found Shadow wearing 
Multi-Cam fatigues with the M25B. 

"We're hitting the road. Get a move on." Shadow reminded the rookie 
as he left the doorway. The rookie put his helmet on the bed. He then 
stood up and went over to his locker and grabbed his M25B along with 
his CH252 helmet. He inspected it before donning it and then went 
over to his rifle locker. He put in the combination and opened it, 
grabbing his DMR. He walked out into the hallway toward the nearest 
stairs to the flight deck. The USS Houston's flight deck was filled 
with Pelicans being loaded with Marines and soldiers. The WA Council 
had approved the action to set up garrisons in key cities and to 
retake Rio. The 3rd MEU was charged with Rio, the 1st ID was to 
defend Paris, and the 15th ID had Berlin. The 2nd MEU would assist 
the British in defending London. But, Zulu had a different mission. 
Mutt found the team waiting for him at a Pelican near the end of the 
deck . 

"Okay, now that Mutt's here I can explain the mission. Collins says 
there is an informant in Belarus, somewhere in the town of Mogilev. 

He goes by the codename "Taurus" and our objective is to get him out 
of the city since it was recently taken over by a combination of 
Chinese and Russian units." Shadow explained as the team got on the 
Pelican and found their seats. They were the only four in the cabin 
and they lowered their harnesses. It seemed the pilot was in a hurry 
since he started to take off before the ramp was fully raised. 

"Any idea why?" questioned Ute. 

Once the cabin settled, everyone released their harnesses and began 
prepping their gear. They all attached silencers to their DMRs . 

"He has information on two Russian generals who are pretty high up on 
the most wanted list." responded Shadow as he grabbed a parachute 
pack and strapped it on. The rest of the team followed his lead as 
Shadow walked to the cockpit to talk to the pilot. "Get some altitude 
so the Commie radars won't see us." 

"Yes, sir." responded the airman as he tilted the controls back 
slightly. "By the way, I'm AlC David Murray." He offered his hand to 
Shadow, which Shadow shook as he walked away. 

"Don't get us killed, kid." Shadow said as he re-entered the cabin to 
be greeted by a team ready for action. He grabbed his DMR and held it 
in his right arm. "Chill out guys, we got some time." The team let 
out a sigh of relief as they sat down and let the weight off their 
shoulders . 

**About one hour later** 

**4,000 meters over Mogilev** 


A red light illuminated the dark cabin and informed the passengers 



the ramp was about to be lowered. 


"Masks on!" ordered Shadow as he strapped the black oxygen mask over 
his mouth. A hose attached to the mask led to a small tank behind the 
parachute pack. The rest of the team began doing the same as Shadow 
called over his radio. "Okay Murray, we're ready back here." A shrill 
alarm announced that the ramp was lowering. Mutt felt a tug as the 
ramp lowered but the harness kept him in place. Soon, the pressure in 
the cabin was stabilized and the operators stood up and approached 
the ramp. Shadow took the lead and looked back at his teammates. 
"Check yourselves!" he screamed over the radio. Everyone began 
looking over their gear and one by one they each signaled okay. When 
Shadow gave the thumbs up. Mutt stared at the red light. He was 
behind Bear and Ute, yet he still anticipated the signal. Finally, 
the green light was illuminated and the operators began moving for 
the edge of the ramp. Mutt watched as the other two were sucked 
gracefully into the night. He felt Shadow's hand slap him on the back 
and then there was a loud noise sounding like waves at the beach. 
Below him he could see the lights of Mogilev getting closer. He 
glanced at his altimeter on his HUD to make sure he didn't pull his 
parachute too low. He saw a parachute open below him followed by a 
second, Ute and Bear were safe for now. Suddenly, Mutt's altimeter 
began flashing red. He pulled a cord, which opened and brought Mutt 
to a sudden halt. He slowly glided down to the ground and looked 
around for his teammates. When Mutt landed, he quickly took off the 
parachute pack, raised his weapon, and scanned the area. He heard the 
grass rustle near him, causing him to aim around looking for the 
disturbance . 

"Flash." Bear whispered 

"Thunder." answered Mutt as Bear approached the operator from the 
left. He kneeled beside Mutt and raised his DMR. 

"Is your night vision working?" Bear asked. 

"Let me check." responded Mutt as he reached up to the back of his 
helmet and pressed a small button. His HUD then took on a green tint, 
lighting up the world around him. He spotted two people around 30 
yards away. Bear noticed the rookie's goggles had a green glow around 
the edges. 

"I'll take that as a yes. Twitch messed something up on mine. Maybe 
the wiring." complained Bear as he continued to press his helmet's 
button . 

"Twitch doesn't mess up." Mutt retorted as he continued to watch the 
two figures. "I think I found Ute and Shadow." He got onto his radio. 
"Ute, Shadow I think I have visual on you guys." 

Shadow responded "Yeah, I see you and Bear. We are moving over to you 
guys." The two figures began to walk over to Bear and Mutt. When they 
arrived. Shadow glanced at his comrades. "You guys alright?" he 
asked . 

"Night vision isn't working. Boss." Bear replied. Shadow gave Bear a 
quick slap to the back of the head, causing Bear to wince. "What the 
fuck? Ow ! " Bear yelled in protest. His goggles finally flickered 
on . 



"Better?" asked Shadow sarcast ically . 


"Go fuck yourself." responded Bear. Shadow pulled out a map from his 
pack and laid it flat on the ground for everyone to see. Mutt 
instantly recognized the town of Mogilev and the surrounding 
areas . 

"Okay, judging from the surroundings I think we landed southwest of 
the October District. We are right about right here." Shadow 
explained as he pointed to a grassy area of the map. The last 
transmission 'Taurus' sent out was located here." he pointed to 
another area on the map in the October District. "We are not too far 
from it. That's the good news. Bad news is our exfil is on the other 
side of the Lieninski District." 

"So?" asked Ute. 

"So we have to go through the city, which recently fell into 
Communist hands. Also, we are not the only ones looking for this guy. 
Russian and Chinese forces patrol the city looking for him and when 
they see us as well they won't be happy at all." responded Shadow. 
"Now let's get moving. ROE is to only engage when being engaged. We 
don't want to alert anyone." He folded the map and put it back in his 
pack. When the group reached the city limits, they had to deactivate 
their night vision because of the street lights. Signs had been 
posted everywhere explaining a curfew had been emplaced on the city, 
explaining why the streets were so empty. As they approached the last 
known position of 'Taurus', Mutt began to feel a little uneasy about 
the situation. They had run into no guards or any resistance at all. 
The building they approached appeared to be a bakery with a second 
floor apartment. Shadow tried to open the door but found it had been 
locked. He reached down and began to pick the lock, but stopped when 
a noise was heard. The team prepared for resistance and almost opened 
fire when an alarm sounded. But they calmed down as they watched two 
teenagers carrying bags of stolen groceries being chased by a guard 
wielding a nightstick. 

"XiQZotA*u! Z5"zhQ* tA*men!" yelled the guard as he chased the 
teens . 

"Great, gotta deal with the fucking Chinese." cursed Mutt under his 
breath. Shadow quickly shushed as he resumed the lock picking. Soon 
after, he opened the door slowly and turned on his night vision since 
there were no lights on in the store. The rest of the team followed 
suit. The stairs creaked under the operators' footsteps as they 
reached the apartment door. They could see under the door a very 
faint light. Shadow slowly opened the door and glanced around inside. 
Suddenly, Shadow was hit on the top of the helmet by a blunt metal 
object . 

"What the shit?" yelled Shadow. Bear aimed at the assailant, but the 
assailant quickly threw up his hands. 

"Are you Americans?" he asked in a thick European accent . 

Shadow straightened up before responding. "Yes we are. Are you the 
informant known as Taurus?" 

"I am." responded Taurus as he put the cooking pan down. "But, I have 
to say you people are fools for coming tonight." 



Bear began to question him. "Why's that?" 


"They knew you were coming. Someone tipped them off from inside your 
command structure." replied Taurus. As if planned, spotlights began 
to illuminate the building. Shadow took cover by a nearby 
window . 

"Grab your stuff now. We are getting you out of here." ordered Shadow 
as the others took defensive positions. Taurus complied, ran into 
another room, and began grabbing papers . 

"MA>iguA^ r A©n ! KuA i xiA lA;i, hA©pA-ng tA^uxlA;ng, wQ'men bA^ huA“' 
shA*nghA i nQ* de ! WQ'men yQ'u nQ* bA*owA©i. MA©iyQ''u yuA”yAM " 
yelled a soldier over a loudspeaker. 

Shadow looked over to the others "You guys ready?" 

Bear responded for everyone. "Hell yeah, boss." 
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1 0 . Ambush 

**Chapter 10- Ambush** 

"XiA nzA i tA^uxlA;ng, wQ' de rA©n bA^ huA“> kA'ihuQ' !" yelled the 
Chinese officer over his bullhorn as the clicks of loaded rifles were 
heard. Taurus ran over to the team as Shadow formed a plan. 

"How the hell are you planning to get out of here? They have us 
surrounded." asked Taurus as he held a suitcase against him. Shadow 
tapped Bear on the shoulder. 

"I got it. Follow me lead." Shadow said as he crawled over to a door 
and opened it. The door led down to the basement. Shadow went down 
and looked around. Bear began to smile when he realized Shadow's 
plan. He crawled into the kitchen and grabbed a magazine. Bear rolled 
the magazine, and then began to look for any source of heat. The 
first item he found was a toaster, he proceeded to insert the rolled 
up magazine into the toaster, and waited for Shadow's signal. Shadow 
finally found what he was looking for, the gas line. He quickly 
pulled out his knife and cut the line, which made a soft hissing 
noise as the gas escaped. He quietly walked up the stairs and 
signaled to Bear, who started the toaster. Smoke began to rise from 
it as he sneaked away. 

"Gotta get you out of here." said Shadow as the others sneaked 
out . 

"What's going on?" asked Taurus hesitantly as he held the suitcase 
close to his body. 



"We're going to make it seem like we all died in an explosion." 

Shadow explained. Taurus' eyes got wide as Shadow got him to his feet 
and guided him downstairs. The team already was waiting outside and 
had their weapons raised. 

"It's gonna be a big blast, so we need to get to a safe distance." 
said Bear as the team began to move away from the building. Suddenly, 
a huge explosion rocked the city and a large inferno erupted from the 
apartment. The Chinese soldiers were confused but instantly were 
dodging burning debris. This was enough of a distraction that it 
allowed Zulu and Taurus to sneak into a back alley. They kept quiet 
as they heard soldiers nearby. 

"TA*men shA~' sQ*le ma?" asked a soldier. 

"MAOiyQ'u rA©n nA©nggA^u shA"ngcA°n xiA qA^ zhA”yA ng de bA ozhA ." 
responded a second soldier. Shadow peered around the corner and found 
the two soldiers on guard along with a third soldier. 

"ZhA^ zA i zhA”lQ*, zhA-dA o wQ'men quA”rA”n tA*men de sQ*wA;ng." 
ordered the third soldier as he walked away leaving the two guards. 
Shadow motioned for the team to move up slowly, which they did until 
they reached Shadow. He then peeked around the corner aiming his 
rifle until he had one of the guards in his crosshairs. Ute picked 
the other guard as his target. 

"Shoot on three. Onea€ 1 Twoa€ 1 Three . " Shadow whispered before two 
clicks were heard. Both guards fell limp and hit the ground with a 
dull thump. Bear and Mutt sneaked out and grabbed the bodies dragging 
them into the alley. Shadow peered around the corner one more time to 
make sure the coast was clear. As Mutt dragged one of the guard's 
bodies, he noticed the soldier was carrying a pistol. He reached 
down, took it, and tossed it to Taurus. 

"You might need this." Mutt advised Taurus. Taurus fumbled the pistol 
as he tried to hold the suitcase and catch the pistol. He was finally 
able to control the pistol. He inspected the pistol before 
responding . 

"Thank you American." Taurus added. The group moved up past a few 
guards, but they realized most of the Chinese patrols were going 
through the wreckage of the apartment. Shadow knew they would soon 
realize they had been tricked and search for the group furiously. He 
knew they had to move quickly or they would be found. He began to 
pick up the pace down the alley but found themselves running into a 
dead end. 

"Damn. It looks like we are hitting the main road." Shadow complained 
as he began to move out of the alley, but he came to a sudden stop 
after he heard an ominous, mechanical growling. 

"Is that a tank?" asked Bear as Shadow slowly peered around the 
corner. He saw a Russian tank surrounded by three soldiers. 

"T-120, three light infantry units" Shadow responded as he retracted 
back into cover. "There's no way we are taking out that tank." 

"Can we move past it?" continued Ute. 

"Possibly" answered the leader as he glanced back at the obstacle. 



"But we will have to go one by one." He came back into cover. "Ute I 
want you to go first, stay low." Ute moved up but Shadow held him 
back with an arm. "Wait for my signal." he ordered as he glanced 
around the corner watching the three guards inspect the tank. "Go." 
he dropped his arm and let Ute move. Ute crouched and scurried around 
the corner. He opened the door on the other side, entered the 
building, and got on his radio once the coast was clear. 

"Okay, send another." announced Ute as Bear approached 
Shadow . 

Shadow waited for a little bit before giving the order. "Go." Bear 
followed Ute ' s footsteps and attracted no attention. 

"All good, boss." reported Bear. 

"Mutt, you're gonna take Taurus with you. Understood?" asked Shadow 
looking back at the rookie as Mutt moved up. He peeked around the 
corner and watched the guards. "Anda€lgo." Mutt took Taurus by the 
arm and guided him around the corner into the building. 

"You're turn. Shadow." alerted Mutt. Shadow peered around the corner 
before moving. He heard a snap underneath his feet, causing Shadow to 
jump for the door. Bear and Mutt dragged him in. 

"Chto eto bylo?" asked one of the Russians 

"Chto vy govorite?" asked another one of the 
Russians . 

"Sushchestvoval chto-to dvizhetsya tuda." responded the first 
Russian. Suddenly two flashlights clicked on and began to move for 
the door. "Mikca, ostat ' sya s tankom. Igor' i ya budu proverit ' eto." 
He ordered to the third soldier. 

"Ponyal, serzhant." responded a soldier who sounded extremely 
young . 

"Okay. On my signal." ordered Shadow as he held his rifle just above 
the window. The soldiers approaching could not see the group since 
they did not have their flashlights aimed at the window. As Shadow 
let loose his shot, the rest of the team followed. Both of the 
approaching soldiers fell dead under a hail of bullets, their 
uniforms freshly stained with blood. The third soldier tried to grab 
his rifle from the tank, but Mutt fired a round through his chest, 
wounding him and causing him to slump against the tank. His blood 
splattered on the front of the tank as the tanker popped out holding 
an SMG. He was instantly killed by Shadow with a bullet through the 
head. He fell limp and his head slammed against the front of the 
tank. The group walked over to the wounded soldier, who at the moment 
was still reaching for his AK and having difficulty breathing. He 
finally was able to grab his weapon but before he could aim. Shadow 
knocked his weapon away. Blood was steadily dripping from his lip. 
Shadow looked at the soldier and noticed he barely looked a day over 
eighteen years old. 

"Pozhaluysta . Pokazat ' milost'. Ya ne khochu umirat ' . " begged the 
soldier as he reached out to Shadow, who quickly pulled out his knife 
and ended the soldier's life with a thrust into his neck. The 
soldier's hand rested on Shadow's shoulder as he exhaled his last 



breath and rested his head against the tank. Shadow pulled the knife 
from the soldier's neck and wiped the blade on his sleeve. He placed 
the knife back in its holder. 

"We got to keep moving to the exfil before the Commies find us." 
Shadow explained. Suddenly, dogs barking were heard along with 
Russians and Chinese screaming orders. The team began to run down the 
street toward the exfil site. The team's radio came to life. 

"This is Oscar 2-6, what's your guy's position?" asked Murray. 

"Less than half a klick, but we are being chased by enemy forces." 
responded Shadow as he turned around to check on the others. He 
looked up and saw Murray's Pelican fly overhead. 

"I'm going to go ahead and land. I'll be waiting for you guys." added 
Murray. About ten minutes later, the team reached the site and found 
the Pelican waiting with its ramp down and Murray waving them on. In 
the blink of the eye, tracers lit up the area around them and began 
hitting the Pelican, causing Murray to duck in terror. The team began 
returning fire and shielding Taurus from the enemy fire. They finally 
began loading, but Ute got tripped up on a branch and fell over. He 
reached for his weapon and rolled over but found a Chinese soldier 
wielding a knife already above him. But before the soldier could 
deliver a blow, a shot rang out and the soldier rolled off of Ute. 
Bear quickly grabbed Ute and dragged him into the cabin. Shadow 
turned around to find that Taurus had fired the shot, but he turned 
his attention to Murray. 

"Get us the fuck out of here, Murray!" he yelled at the 
pilot . 

"Gladly." responded Murray as the Pelican raised and accelerated into 
the night's sky with its precious cargo intact. 
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1 1 . Escalation 
**Chapter 11- Escalation ** 

The Pelican landed on the flight deck of the Houston and as the ramp 
lowered, Zulu was greeted by the General. 

"The Communists have taken Miami." Collins informed the team. All 
four members had shocked looks on their faces. Their fear that the 
Communists would attack home had come true. "Eollow me." Collins 
turned around and headed for the command tower. The team followed 
right behind him up to the command tower. When they entered, they saw 
a holographic image of Miami. 


"How the hell did the Russians get there so fast and still defend 
Rio?" asked Ute. Collins quickly responded. 



"Two fleets. One went to Rio, the other attacked Miami." responded 
Collins. Shadow took off his helmet and put it under his arm. 

"So we're going back in the field?" Shadow questioned Collins. The 
general responded simply by nodding. 

"But the 1st MEU, two Force Recon teams, and Texas Team will be 
assisting you." explained Collins as he walked over to the map. "Now 
according to reports, the Russians have begun to reinforce several 
positions around the city. One of the largest is held up in this 
building," a skyscraper became illuminated "and on Dodge Island." a 
small plot of land also lit up. "The 259th Air Squadron will try and 
clear out Dodge, but it's gonna be difficult. Now get ready, you guys 
are leaving in 30 minutes." Collins ordered the team as the 
holographic map disappeared. The team saluted and when the General 
left, they turned around and headed to their rooms. They had to get 
changed quickly into their armor and get on the transportation. As 
Mutt was changing into his armor, he heard the door open. He turned 
around and found Fox standing in his doorway. She was wearing her Air 
Assault armor and had two tomahawks at her hip. 

"Heard you guys are going to be joining us in Miami." she said. Mutt 
put his chest plate on before responding. 

"Yeah, just finished in the field and I have to go right back in." he 
sighed as he grabbed his helmet. 

"Well, we are taking Pels over to the Titan. Delta's going to be 
invading amphibiously with the Marines." explained Fox. Mutt looked 
up as he put the helmet on. 

"Can't believe I'm about to invade my home country." he said as he 
grabbed his rifle and walked out of the room. The flight deck was 
busy with Marines loading into Pelicans and several Pelicans began 
taking off with their payload. Fox split away from Mutt as he walked 
to Shadow at another Pelican. Eventually, the other two arrived and 
they loaded the Pelican with the Marines. They strapped in and waited 
for the pilot to take off. The ramp began to rise and the Pelican 
began its long journey to the Titan. Mutt lowered his head slowly and 
closed his eyes. The world went black and when he came to the sky had 
taken on a burnt orange color. Shadow was standing over him holding a 
DMR. 

"Wake up. Mutt. Invasion doesn't start until tomorrow." Shadow said 
as he offered his hand to the operator. Mutt took his offer and 
Shadow pulled him onto his feet. "We just gotta find some quarters." 
Mutt looked out on the flight deck at the Marines running around, 
suddenly having a strange feeling. Shadow gave Mutt a concerned 
look . 

"Yeah, let's go." said Mutt as he walked down the ramp. Shadow gently 
grabbed his shoulder. 

"You alright, rook? You look really stressed." asked Shadow as Mutt 
turned around. 

Mutt lowered his head "Yeah, I guess. I'm just nervous." 


"We all are, dude. But we are gonna get through this. All of us. 



said Shadow as he held Mutt's shoulders. "Now, get some rest. I can't 
have you falling asleep on the beaches." Mutt walked away as Shadow 
continued to watch the Marines prepare. He knew tomorrow was gonna be 
rough. According to the latest reports, Russians had already prepared 
for the invasion by setting up several nests on Miami Beach. He 
thought beach landings became obsolete due to history. Hadn't 
generals learned from Gallipoli, D-Day, Guadalcanal, or even more 
recently, the landings on Nampho and Kosong? He shook his head as he 
thought of the countless lives that would be lost tomorrow. He looked 
at the men and women around him as if writing a casualty report. From 
the Intel he had heard about the Russian's positions, he could guess 
one out of every five or six Marines landing on Miami Beach would be 
either killed or wounded before the first day was over. The thought 
sent a shiver down his spine, which he quickly tried to shake off. He 
quickly prayed for the safety of everyone and made his way down to 
his quarters. He sat down on his bed and took off his helmet. He then 
saw something he rarely looked at. He had inscribed a date and 
message into his helmet. He was about to read it off when there was a 
knock at his door. Quickly, he put away his helmet and looked up to 
find Bear. 

"What's going on. Bear?" asked Shadow. Bear had also taken off his 
armor and was wearing his multi cam pants with a tan t-shirt. 

"Is it true the four of us are landing in different crafts?" asked 
Bear. Shadow nodded in response. 

"Command doesn't want an entire Delta team taken out by a lucky 
artillery round." he said to Bear. Bear crossed his arms as if in 
protest of being separated. 

"What time do we set off?" continued Bear. 

Shadow answered quickly "Around 0500, we are going in on the second 
wave." Bear nodded in agreement. "Any other questions?" Bear shook 
his head and left the room. Shadow grabbed his helmet, looked at the 
inscription, and smiled. He began taking his armor but he knew 
tonight would be a sleepless night. Mutt was woken up by the sound of 
feet moving past his door, his door opened and Ute stood there in the 
doorway . 

"C'mon, rookie. Get dressed." ordered Ute as Mutt quickly jumped out 
of bed and hurried to put on his armor. He grabbed his DMR and moved 
toward the loading bay with several Marines. Inside the loading bay 
were several armored landing crafts ready for deployment. He noticed 
several of the landing crafts were already launching. He finally 
found an officer holding a tablet directing Marines toward their 
designated area. Mutt approached him. 

"Name?" asked the officer. 

"Mutt." he responded. The officer flipped through the tablet until he 
found Mutt's name. 

"Landing Craft 28." said the officer directing Mutt to the left. Mutt 
walked down the aisle looking for his number until he reached Landing 
Craft 28 near the end. Several Marines were already ready to board 
the behemoth. A couple of more Marines arrived and an alarm began to 
sound . 



"Begin to board your crafts, we are launching in five." ordered an 
officer over the loud speaker. The doors to the craft opened and the 
Marines began to pile in. Mutt noticed space was tight and he 
squeezed in beside a few devil dogs. When the doors closed, a few 
lights flickered on showering the hold with a dim light. The sergeant 
at the front of the group turned around and grinned. 

"Alright, boys. Let's show these Ruskie sons ' abitches why you don't 
fuck with the United States Marine Corps." he said in a gritty, 
southern accent . "OORAH!" 

The Marines inside responded with a loud "OORAH" and began banging 
their rifles against the floor, making an even louder clanging noise. 
A sudden bump was felt letting everyone inside know their craft was 
underway. The engine of the craft roared and echoed inside the cabin, 
making all conversation impossible. A second, harder bump was felt, 
they were in the water and on their way. Mutt held his rifle as tight 
as he could, staring at the two small doors. He knew when those doors 
opened, all hell would break loose. 


12. Fun in the Sun 
**Chapter 12-Fun in the Sun** 

Beaches, Mutt hated beaches. He felt as if he was sinking deeper and 
deeper each time he took a step. His armor felt even heavier as he 
took a step off the landing craft onto the porous sand into a hail of 
machinegun fire. Several of the Marines he landed with fell dead 
under the bullets but even more kept moving. Bullets whizzed by him 
and pinged against the metal of the barrier and landing craft. Mutt 
had landed with the second wave which landed about 10 minutes after 
the first. The bodies still littered the beach as the first wave 
continued to move into the city. Instantly, Mutt began looking around 
for his teammates. Zulu and Texas were all on different landing craft 
in order to reduce the risk of them being hit and losing an entire 
team. Also, Mutt knew two Force Recon teams. Bulldog and Razorback, 
so he began scanning the radio looking for any clues of the 
whereabouts. At the moment all he received was statuses on the units 
moving up the MacArthur Causeway, which was taking fire from Russians 
dug in on Dodge Island. He quickly moved up and moved around to 
different wounded Marines trying to assist until he heard a familiar 
voice over the radio. 

"Zulu, what's your status? Over." called Shadow over the radio. The 
team quickly responded. 

"This is Ute. I'm up and moving." 

"I'm good. Just a little pinned down down." said Bear. 

Mutt got on his radio. "I'm moving up, looking for you guys." 

"Meet at the South Shore Center." commanded Shadow. "I'm a few blocks 
away . " 

"Sounds good. Let's go, boys!" yelled Bear. Mutt quickly took off 
with the Marines toward the street. A Marine in front of Mutt was 
shot in the shoulder and tripped. Quickly, he was picked up by his 
squadmate and moved into cover. When the others reached the street, a 



whizzing noise was heard. Mutt instantly recognized and warned the 
Marines . 


"Bouncing Betty!" screamed Mutt as loud as he could as he jumped into 
cover. He saw the unmistakable circular mine hovering in the air 
between two Marines as if in slow motion. They stared at the mine 
before it went off milliseconds later. Chunks and blood were sent 
flying covering soldiers. Mutt now looked down at his blood-stained 
armor and visor. He tried to wipe the blood off his visor, but it 
merely smeared into a bloody mess. He got up and grabbed his DMR and 
surveyed the scene. The other Marines had taken cover while the 
remains of the two unlucky Marines lie in the street. One of the 
Marines got up. "Keep moving! Echo needs help!" 

The Marines let out a hearty battle cry of "OORAH!" as they ran down 
the street to help their comrades in arms. Mutt on the other hand 
kept moving toward the rendezvous point hoping to meet up with the 
rest of his team. As he scanned the area, he could hear gunfire from 
the firefights on the Causeway. Finally he had the community center 
in sight, which looked torn apart and abandoned, and he ran toward 
the entrance. When he entered the building. Mutt slowly began to scan 
the lobby until he heard cold metal clink against his helmet. The 
noise startled him and caused him to make a quick turn aiming his DMR 
at his assailant. He breathed a sigh of relief when he found Shadow 
instead of a Russian or Cuban. "Don't do that again, boss." sighed 
Mutt . 

"Can't be too sure." responded Shadow. He bolstered his pistol, "How 
did the Marines do?" 

"They got off the beach." answered Mutt "Commies laid some traps, but 
they made it through and are reinforcing the Causeway." 

Shadow nodded "Good, Dodge Island is overrun with Russians and they 
are pounding the Marines hard." He took off his helmet, revealing his 
sweating face and messy blond hair. "We have to get into the city if 
we want to push them out." 

Mutt kneeled and rested his rifle on a wall. "Isn't the 1st ID coming 
down from Benning?" 

Shadow responded as he sat down against a wall holding his DMR. 

"Yeah, reports say they moved through Tallahassee thirty minutes ago. 
Did you hear from Bear or Ute?" Mutt responded by shaking his head. 
Suddenly a rustle was heard outside, both operators lifted their DMRs 
aiming at the door. A voice sounded from outside the doorway. "Anyone 
home?" asked Bear. 

"Speak of the devil. Get in here. Bear." answered Shadow. Bear and 
Ute both entered the lobby, but Bear threw off his helmet and tossed 
it onto a dusty couch. 

"Shit's real out there." Bear protested. 

"We waiting on the Recons?" questioned Ute. 

"Yeah." said Shadow as he nodded. "Hopefully they should be here 
soon" . Bear walked around the lobby adjusting his radio wire until 
three Spartans wearing Recon armor walked into the building. 



"You guys Zulu Team?" asked one of the Spartans with an almost raspy 
voice. Shadow stood up and offered his hand. 


"Yeah, Shadow." he responded. The Marine shook Shadow's hand with a 
firm grip. 

"Staff Sergeant Conrad, Razorback Team." the Staff Sergeant pointed 
back to the other two. "Sergeants Willis and Ordway . " Both Marines 
nodded as Shadow turned around to introduce his team. 

"This is the rest of Zulu." he went through the roster pointing at 
the operators. "Bear, Mutt, and Ute." When each of the operators was 
introduced they simply nodded. Shadow then looked back at Conrad. "So 
you guys wanna help the boys on MacArthur?" 

Conrad raised his DMR "We have to check if Bulldog linked up with 
Texas." responded Conrad. He then got on his radio. "Bulldog 1, have 
you met up with Texas Team?" Another Marine quickly 
responded . 

"Razorback, we linked up with Texas at Talmudic University. We are 
about to move up to the Tuttle Causeway." 

"Sounds good. Bulldog." Conrad got off his radio. "You guys ready?" 
Shadow and Bear grabbed their helmets and put them on and all of them 
grabbed their weapons. 

"Lead the way, Conrad." said Shadow as he nodded. The Recons exited 
the building followed by the Deltas. The gunfire had actually 
increased, letting Mutt know the second wave had reached the 
Causeway. As they exited, they noticed a corpsman dragging a corpse 
missing the lower half of its body away from the fighting. Conrad 
walked over to the corpsman and grabbed him. 

"Get in the fight. Marine. This one is dead." ordered Conrad as he 
tried to drag the Marine off the body. Mutt then saw the corpsman 's 
face and saw tears coming out of his eyes. 

"No, I can't leave him. He's not dead." sobbed the Marine. "I won't 
leave you, I promised." Finally, Conrad was able to pull him away 
from the body. The corpsman continued to reach for the dead comrade 
and screamed in protest. 

"There are others who need you more than him!" Conrad tried to reason 
with the crazed Marine. Finally, he quit resisting and lowered his 
head. He began walking back to the firefight. Mutt walked over to the 
corpse and looked at his nametag. It read "S. Walker" and Mutt began 
to suspect something. 

He looked up at Conrad. "What was that corspman's name?" Conrad 
looked at the body. 

"I don't know, his tag was covered with blood." responded the 
sergeant. Ordway kneeled beside Mutt. 

"Why do you ask?" she asked the operator. Shadow suddenly realized 
what Mutt was feeling and he got a knot in his stomach. 

"I think I know why he was dragging only one body away." responded 
Shadow. "But I'm not sure." 



"We gotta find that corpsman." Mutt told Conrad. 


"There's no time. We need to help the others at McArthur." retorted 
Conrad. The group began moving toward the pinned down Marines. By the 
end of the day, the Marines were able to retake Dodge Island but it 
was at a heavy cost. Over 720 Marines were killed on the first day of 
fighting. The Russian and Cuban totals are still unknown, but 
estimated between 800-1,000. During the night, there was very little 
fighting apart from a few shots taken by snipers on an unlucky 
soldier or Marine who was wandering around at night. Mutt had his 
position set up for the night near Zulu's camp. As he scanned the 
streets, he noticed something sticking out of a pile of rubble. When 
he took a closer look, he saw it was a hand. He checked to make sure 
the area was clear before moving over to the hand. He began to move 
rubble and when he got to the bottom, he was shocked at his find. The 
corpsman from earlier had been killed underneath the rubble, probably 
suffocation. His face suggested he did not die peacefully, so Mutt 
paid his respects and closed the dead's eyes. Mutt the noticed Conrad 
was right, his name tag was covered with blood. Mutt spit into his 
right hand and began to wipe off the blood. The blood had dried, 
making it hard for Mutt to clean it. After a couple of tries, he was 
able to clean the tag. He gasped out of shock when he saw the name on 
the tag, it read "D. Walker". 

"Brothers. They were brothers." Mutt said to himself. Unfortunately, 
Mutt realized he could not move the body tonight because it would 
draw too much attention. He quietly snuck away back to the camp and 
found Shadow still awake. 

"We lost too many today, for so little ground." remorse Shadow. Mutt 
sat beside him and grabbed a bowl of stew. 

"The corpsman was dragging his dead brother." Mutt sighed. Shadow 
looked up at the night sky. 

"I will tell you a secret of mine when the time is right. But now is 
not that time." said Shadow as he got up and looked down at the 
operator. "Get some sleep, you're gonna need it." 

Mutt laughed softly. "You always say that." He lied down on a thin 
mattress and closed his eyes. He wondered what Shadow's secret was. 

He hoped he lived long enough to hear it. But he then began to wonder 
if he would survive the night, or the next day, or the battle, or 
even the war. This thought worried Mutt so much he could not shut his 
eyes out of sheer fear. But then he thought of someone and slowly 
closed his eyes, if Wolf was safe then he was happy. The thoughts of 
surviving were replaced by thoughts of seeing her again. Slowly, he 
began to fall into a slumber. But the next week would offer nothing 
but absolute hell. 


13. Seventh Circle 
**Chapter 13- Seventh Circle** 

Mutt was awakened by Shadow violently shaking him. Mutt was startled 
by the sudden assault by his teammate. He heard nothing at the 
moment, but he tried to focus on his surroundings. Finally, his 
hearing came back and he could hear what Shadow was desperately 



trying to tell him. 


"Wake up, man! The Russians are bombarding our positions! We have to 
move up!" yelled Shadow as he grabbed his and Mutt's helmets. He 
tossed the proper helmet to Mutt, who for a second out of shock 
fumbled with the helmet. When he finally got a grip on it, he put it 
on and activated his HUD. While the HUD loaded, he grabbed his DMR 
and slapped a magazine in. He began running through the early morning 
mist in the direction Shadow directed him in, until he realized he 
had forgotten something. He turned around and headed for his sniping 
position. When he reached it, he grabbed his S99 and strapped it to 
his back. He looked for the body, but it was missing. Mutt quickly 
took off but he kept wondering where the body had gone. He found Zulu 
in cover behind a stone wall with Razorback Team and several Marines. 
Mutt sneaked over to the group and sat down beside Shadow. Shadow 
glanced at the rookie. 

"What did you need?" questioned Shadow as members of the group began 
peeking over the wall. Mutt took a deep breath before answering. 

"I needed my sniper rifle. Also, the body is missing." responded Mutt 
as he inspected his rifle. 

"Looters probably." Shadow said in disgust. Suddenly, one of the 
Marines took a large round to the chest, knocking him back and 
causing a large blood splatter and a hole in his chest. 

"Shit! Sniper, get down!" ordered Conrad as another round came in and 

hit near a Marine causing dirt to fly into the air. A sergeant tapped 

another Marine beside him on the shoulder. 

"Hilton, take him out!" yelled the sergeant. The Marine nodded and 
rested his SR78 on the wall in order to stabilize the rifle. But as 
he got his measurements, a second shot rang out. The left side of the 
Marine's head vaporized as the rifle dropped to the ground. The dead 
Marine went limp and fell back. His blood was splattered on a few men 

to his left, all began to try and wipe it off. Mutt barely peeked out 

to try and get bearings. 

"Okay, this one's good." said Mutt in amazement. Shadow began to nod 
as Mutt turned around to the Marines. "Anyone want to volunteer a 
helmet?" The marines looked at each other until one marine passed his 
helmet down the line. Mutt took the helmet and put it on the end of a 
stick. He began to poke it over the wall and it was blasted away 
instantly. Shadow listened to the shot for Mutt. 

"That sounds like a Levinov R-50, which meansaC 1 " informed Shadow, 
but Mutt completed the sentence for him. 

"We're dealing with Spetznaz." interrupted Mutt as he grabbed his S99 
from his back and locked the bipod in place. "Mind providing a 
distraction?" he asked as he gently placed the bipod on the wall and 
used a small plant to hide the barrel of the gun. Ute moved next to 
Mutt ready to move to the next cover. 

"Don't get me killed." Ute said as he prepared. 

"Okay, and go." ordered Mutt. Ute sprinted out of cover as another 
shot from the sniper sounded. Mutt saw a flash coming from near the 
top of a building that was quite a distance away. He lined up his 



rifle and looked through the scope. He found several soldiers running 
around inside preparing defensive positions. He found the sniper he 
was looking for, but he had to warn the Marines of the other 
Russians. "Got defensive positions being set up near the top floor of 
the building bearinga€ 1 " he paused for a second to pull out his 
compass and read it "094 degrees." Conrad and the sergeant pulled out 
their compasses and got the measurement. Mutt looked down the scope 
aiming at the sniper. 

"Take the shot. Mutt." ordered Shadow. Mutt put his finger on the 
trigger and began to apply pressure. He held his breath as he applied 
the final pound of pressure. The shot rang out from his S99 as the 
bullet was sent downrange . He tracked the bullet and watched it 
collide with the sniper's head. The sniper went limp and was no 
longer a threat. Mutt moved back into cover with everyone 
else . 

"Sniper's down. I don't know what to do about the others." informed 
Mutt . 

"We have the 259th in the rear." Conrad reminded the team. Shadow 
instantly got on the radio but looked over to Conrad. 

"What's their callsign?" asked Shadow as he reached for his Laser 
Designator hooked onto the back of his armor. 

"It's Omega 4-1-5" responded Willis as he peeked out to look at the 
building . 

Shadow looked through the scope as he began to talk to the Wing 
Leader. "Omega 4-1-5, this is Zulu 1. I need a payload on a 
designated target." 

A Marine pilot responded over the radio "Send the coordinates, 

Zulu. " 

Shadow aimed the designator at the building "Coordinates are Echo 
Hotel 105988." 

"Copy those coordinates, Zulu. Three Longswords are inbound. ETA 
forty-five seconds." Shadow got back behind the wall. 

"Hold your dicks, boys. That building's going down." ordered Shadow 
uneasily as he put his left hand on the top of his helmet. Two jets 
could be heard closing in and as they got closer, a few machine guns 
in the building opened fire on the Longswords. But their fire was 
useless against the armor of the Longswords as they dropped their 
payload of four 1000 pound bombs. All four hit their mark around the 
base of the building. The explosion sent debris flying high into the 
air. A concussion wave hit the team as even more dirt was sent flying 
onto the group. Mutt's armor had already been caked with salt water, 
sand, dirt, and blood. They poked their heads above the wall to 
survey the damage. The base of the building had been severely 
damaged, but the rest of it remained unscathed. A third Longsword 
flew in and was met with the same ineffective defense as it dropped 
its payload with a direct hit about 10 floors below the Russians. 
"Good hit Omega." informed Shadow. 

A horrible creaking noise was heard as the large building began to 
tilt forward. With the assurance that most of the enemies had been 



taken out or were trying to run to the nearest exit. Shadow and the 
group moved out of cover. Mutt glanced up at the building and saw a 
gaping crater near the top floor caused by the bomb. He also saw 
several small fires starting in the building, and they were 
spreading . 

"We have to move up toward the arena. That's where Texas and 
Razorback are." ordered Conrad. 

Willis began to protest. "That puts us pretty close to the building 
we just hit . " 

"If it falls we are at a safe enough distance, it won't hit us." 
Shadow explained. Mutt listened to the gunfire of nearby fights as 
they continued to move up. Texas and Razorback had set up a position 
in front of the arena along with three squads of Marines. They were 
going to try and push up Biscayne Avenue and eliminate Russian and 
Cuban positions. But with the building being unstable, it was going 
to be a very delicate operation. A loud explosion echoed through the 
area, causing the group to stop in their tracks. A fireball erupted 
from several of the windows and then a large cloud of smoke rose into 
the already grey sky. 

"That sounded like a gas line exploding." worriedly said Bear. 

"Just means that we have to move quickly." explained Shadow as he 
stepped over an uprooted palm tree. Mutt looked around him at all the 
destroyed cars which littered the street. He noticed one car still 
had the charred remains of its owner sitting in the driver's seat. As 
they approached the arena, the building continued to creak but 
refused to collapse. There was also no sign of its Communist 
defenders. Two Marines took point as they approached the position in 
the parking lot of the arena. Sandbags had been piled high where a 
M247HG had been set up and was currently manned by Havoc, Texas 
Team's heavy gunner. He wore the Grenadier armor variant but had cut 
off the sleeves showing the two, intricate tribal tattoo sleeves he 
had. No one else from Texas Team was in sight. Havoc watched the 
group approach and got off the gun. 

"Did you call in that airstrike?" asked Havoc in a deep, western 
accent as he pointed up at the building. 

"Yeah. Yeah we did." Shadow answered as he shouldered his DMR. 

"The debris almost killed us. I nearly got nailed on the head by a 
block of stone." Havoc protested as Shadow held out his hand which 
Havoc grabbed and dragged Shadow close. "How are you, bro?" 

"Apart from being shot at by a sniper, we're okay." said Shadow as 
Havoc gave the same greeting to the others in Zulu. The Marines took 
positions behind the sandbags. Havoc backed up and looked at 
Zulu . 

"Just to let you know. The rest of the group took a squad of Marines 
to Bayfront Park." explained Havoc, he was about to speak again when 
an eerie noise. 


"The building's collapsing!" yelled Ordway as the scratching sound 
got louder as the building fell forward. 



"Find some cover!" ordered Shadow out of fear. The building began to 
crush the buildings as it collapsed. Marines and soldiers alike began 
jumping over the sandbags and ducking, hoping it would be enough to 
hold back whatever debris was coming their way. When the building 
finally landed, it made a deafening crash and sent debris flying 
everywhere. A dust cloud blew over and covered the group, they were 
blinded. Several beams began piercing the sandbags while blocks of 
stone knocked over some of the barriers. When the chaos finally 
ended, the cloud hung over the area and kept their visibility 
low . 

"Everyone okay?" asked Conrad as he peeked over the sandbags. Sand 
was still pouring out at a steady rate from the holes created by the 
beams. Marines began to stand up and look at the mess. 

Ute looked over to Shadow. "What's the next move, boss?" Shadow 
reached down and picked up his DMR. He then glanced at the rest of 
the team before responding. 

"Simple. We find the bodies and we link up with Texas." he responded 
as he chambered a round. 


14. The Tables Turn 
**Chapter 14- The Table Turns** 

The Marines pushed forward through the cloud, using any cloth they 
had to cover their noses and mouths. They could barely see in front 
of them, which worried them. But Shadow was not concerned, because he 
knew the Russians were just as blind. Suddenly, his attention was 
drawn somewhere other than what was in front of him. 

"I think I found one!" yelled a Marine. Shadow followed the voice to 
find a Marine standing over an enemy soldier with his foot on the 
enemy's chest. The soldier was wounded and weak as he tried to lift 
the Marine's foot off his chest. "He's pretty fucked up though." he 
explained as Shadow approached. He looked at the soldier's uniform 
and overall appearance. This one's not Russian, thought Shadow. His 
uniform was tan and brown digital design and a Cuban flag on the 
right sleeve. The soldier held out his hand to Shadow as if begging 
him for mercy. But Shadow pulled out his sidearm and fired a round 
through the Cuban's skull. The Marine jumped back in surprise. He 
looked over at Shadow in fear and disgust. 

"Sir, we could have gotten info out of him." protested the shocked 
Marine. Shadow holstered his pistol before looking at the 
grunt . 

"No, he was Cuban. He wouldn't know much." responded Shadow coldly. 
The Marine shook his head and continued through the cloud. There was 
extremely little resistance through the cloud apart from the 
occasional Russian or Cuban who was down to his last magazine of 
their pistol, but no Spetznaz. When they exited the cloud, the group 
found the patrol sent out earlier waiting at the entrance of Bayfront 
Park. The other three members of Texas Team were right at the front 
of the group waiting for their comrades. Miller was the team leader 
of Texas and he wore the Commando armor variant and carried the MA37. 
Diablo was the marksman and wore the JFO armor variant and as a joke 
had put a piece of tape on the back of his helmet with his name 



written on it, explaining it would be easier for them to identify his 
body. At the moment he was holding his S99 in his right hand. 


"Its 'bout time you guys showed your faces." joked Fox as she put her 
hands on her waist. The operators began to greet each other before 
discussing their situation. 

"So what's going on? Any sign of Spetz?" asked Shadow. 

"The only interesting thing to happen is that building collapsing." 
explained Miller as he motioned to the rubble. "Did you guys call 
that airstrike in?" he then asked Shadow. 

Shadow chuckled before responding "Yeah. Got a problem with 
that ? " 

"You could've warned us first." answered Miller sarcast ically . Shadow 
placed his DMR against a wall as he looked around. 

"You guys got a plan?" asked Shadow as he took off his helmet and put 
it under his left arm. 

"Kind of." returned Miller as he pulled out a small silver disk and 
placed it on a park bench. He then pressed a button and a blue 
holographic map appeared. "We were thinking about moving up 3rd 
Street, but that route is cut off by that rubble." 

Shadow took a closer look at the map. "What about Flagler Avenue? If 
we take that route, we can take the bridge across and move toward the 
ballpark . " 

Miller crossed his arms as he contemplated the plan. "Problem is MI 
suggests that bridge might be rigged." 

Shadow put his helmet on "When was the last time MI got something 100 
percent right?" he complained as he grabbed his DMR. 

Miller simply shook his head. "WILCO. But if this OP goes south, we 
are FUBAR." Shadow nodded and the turned to the Marines. 

"Conrad, take your Marines and move up 1st Street. Regroup once we 
get across the bridges. Got it?" Shadow asked the Recon 
Marine . 

Conrad nodded as he raised his BR85. "Will do. You Delta boys stay 
safe." The group then split up and went their ways. Gunfire could be 
echoing through the city as small firefights raged on. Suddenly, a 
shot from an AK rang out and a bullet whistled past Fox. 

"Contact! Find cover!" screamed Miller as everyone jumped for cover 
behind abandoned cars . 

"Anyone got eyes on?" asked Shadow loudly. Mutt peeked around the 
bumper of the car and saw several muzzle flashes coming from the 
preforming center. He was forced back into cover by heavy 
f ire . 

"Looks like we got shooters in the preforming center. Return fire?" 
asked Mutt. Shadow nodded as he peeked from cover and returned fire 
from his DMR. The rest of the group followed Shadow's lead and were 



able to suppress the enemy fire within a couple of minutes. Slowly, 
they began moving out of cover and their radios came to life with 
Sgt . Willis' voice. 

"Zulu Actual, this is Bulldog 3. We ran into a patrol with an IFV. 
Gonna be held a little. How copy?" reported Willis. 

"Solid copy. We are a few blocks from the bridge. We'll meet you on 
the other end." responded Shadow calmly. 

"WILCO." were Willis' last words before the team continued. They 
reached the bridge and were surprised to find no resistance. 

"Looks like their fighting the Marines to the North." said Diablo as 
the operators scanned the area. 

"Don't like this, boss. It spells ambush." worried Ute as he moved to 
the side of the street. An ominous beep was then heard. Shadow didn't 
need to warn anyone since they were already diving for safety. The 
large explosion sent Mutt flying into a car. His vision blurred and 
his ears were ringing from the explosion. He got to his hands and 
knees, trying to look around and account for everyone. His hearing 
was the first to return and he heard Shadow coughing heavily as he 
got closer. 

"Mutt? Mutt, you okay brother?" asked Shadow as Mutt felt his hand on 
his left shoulder. His vision came back into focus as he looked up at 
a concerned Shadow. Shadow's armor was now heavily dented and the 
left side of his visor had a large crack. Bear walked over to the two 
and looked down at Mutt. 

"You're a tough fucker." Bear joked as he offered his hand to Mutt, 
who took it and was pulled onto his feet. Bear's armor was 
surprisingly unscathed apart from a couple of dents and scratches. 
"Ute!" Mutt then heard a scream of pain over to his right. When he 
looked to investigate, he found Diablo lying on the ground grasping 
his right arm. But, Mutt found Diablo 's arm had been broken 
badly . 

"AjHijos de puta! You broke my arm!" screamed Diablo in anger. "Voy a 
matar a todos ! " 

"Chill out, D." advised Fox as she kneeled beside Diablo. Her armor 
had sustained heavy damage as well, plus the left upper hand corner 
of her visor was missing. Miller and Havoc joined the battered group 
and looked at the damage. 

"Fox, take D to the med station on the beach and then get your ass 
back to us. Bring reinforcements if you can." ordered 
Miller . 

"WILCO." responded Fox as she gently picked Diablo up. Diablo 
continued to scream in agony as Fox carried him away from the 
wreckage. Miller turned around to the rest of the group. 

"That shit was not dope. Fuck that bridge." complained Miller. Bear 
continued to scan the region. 


"Any of you seen Ute?" asked Bear. As he asked the question, Ute 
stumbled out from behind a car. 



"How bad does it look guys?" weakly asked Ute as he grabbed a piece 
of shrapnel imbedded into his chest plate. Bear panicked and pulled 
out his knife to pry out the piece of metal. Ute ' s armor was severely 
burned. Bear was panicking as he fumbled with his knife, but Ute 
reassured him by placing his hands on Bear's shoulders. "Dude, chill 
out . I'm fine . " 

Bear let out a breath of relief before sheathing his knife. Then 
everyone turned to Shadow and Miller for a plan. 

"That bridge is useless." said Shadow as he got on his radio. 

"Conrad, our bridge is gone. We are going to work our way to you and 
cross . " 

"Copy that. Shadow. We will be waiting for you." responded Conrad. 
Shadow nodded to the group as they made their way over to the 
Marines. Mutt felt that things were now in Russia's favor. But the 
1st Infantry was about to change that. 


15. Hunters 

**Chapter 15- Hunters** 

The Marines on the bridge had been pinned down by a couple of P-39s, 
which was the Russian equivalent of an M247. Shadow saw several 
Marines had already been killed or badly wounded. They were trying to 
take cover behind abandoned cars, but they were still being torn 
apart by the machine guns. Shadow slid in next to a Recon, but did 
not recognize him. 

"Where's Conrad?" screamed Shadow, trying to be louder than the 
gunfire and explosions. The Marine turned to respond to Shadow's 
question . 

"He took a group of Marines to pursue the IFV. I'm Sgt . Rose, Bulldog 
Team." responded the Marine as he offered to hand to Shadow. But in a 
rare moment. Shadow denied it. 

"Let's do formal introductions later. Now, what's the Sitrep?" 
continued to ask Shadow. 

"Those two P-39s are still ripping us apart. We take out the gunner 
and someone else just replaces him instantly. Also, know you're not 
gonna like this, we think there are a few more Spetz running around 
the area. After we take care of these positions, we are going 
hunting." explained Rose as he reloaded his rifle. A round ricocheted 
off the hood of the truck, which caused the operators to duck for a 
moment. But when they regained their composure, they returned a 
volley of hot lead which took out of one of the gunners, but he was 
quickly replaced by another soldier. 

"We gotta put something larger downrange . Any of you got a 40 
mike-mike?" asked Shadow. Rose looked at his men before 
responding . 

"No. Maybe we can get some air support." said Rose as Shadow got on 
his radio. 



"Omega 4-1-5, this is Zulu 1. We need some support, over." Shadow 
said over the radio. The response he got was not the one he 
wanted . 

"Zulu 1, Omega 4-1-5 is off station for refuel and rearm. We will be 
out of the fight for 15 minutes." responded the wing leader. 

"Are there any other Longswords available?" asked Shadow with a touch 
of panic in his voice. 

"Boxer 3-6-1 is up north providing support, but they are about to go 
off station as well. There is a Hornet squadron near you waiting for 
a job." answered the pilot. "I'm going to transfer you. Callsign is 
Easter 8-6 . " 

"Good, do it quick. We are running out of time." said Shadow as the 
pilot began to call for support. 

"Easter 8-6, this is Omega 4-1-5. Requesting permission to send a 
request. Over." asked the Longsword pilot. The radio started to come 
to life. 

"Easter 8-6 accepts, send it." answered a deep voice on the other 
side of the radio. 

"I've got a Delta operator in need of some air support. Longswords 
would be handling it, but we are tied up." calmly said 
Omega . 

"What's their situation?" asked Easter just as calmly. 

"Don't know, didn't ask. I was gonna transfer the call. His sign is 
Zulu 1." said Omega before he transferred the radio call. 

"Zulu 1, this is Easter 8-6. What's the situation?" asked the Hornet 
pilot . 

Shadow began to yell over the gunfire "I got two P-39s firing at us. 
We try taking out the gunners but they are replacing them instantly. 
We are running out of cover pretty quickly." 

"Copy that. Easter is on its way, ETA 5 minutes." responded Easter 
8-6 as he ended the transmission. Shadow looked over to Rose who was 
currently firing his Battle Rifle in three-round bursts. "The Hornets 
are on their way." 

Rose went back into cover before asking an essential question. "How 
long? " 

"About five minutes or so." responded Shadow as he reloaded his DMR 
and peeked around the corner. 

"You sure we got that long?" questioned Rose as he popped back out 
from cover to continue firing. 

"It's worth a shot. At least we'll die fighting." responded Shadow as 
the sounds of jet engines were heard approaching. 

"Hornets inbound!" screamed Mutt as four Hornets were seen 
approaching low. 



"Mark the target, Zulu 1." ordered Easter as they began their pass. 
Shadow pulled out his Laser Designator and pointed it at the target 
building and pulled the trigger. He was waiting for Easter's response 
before ducking back into the safety of cover. "Targets marked, going 
in for pass firing GUA-23s" Shadow quickly fell back into cover 
beside Sgt . Rose. Suddenly, the buzz of 6 Heavy Autocannons firing 
was heard as Easter opened fire on the target building. Shells began 
to fall and hit the operators and Marines making loud pings. Mutt 
grimaced and covered his head as the hot casings fell on 
him. 

"Shitshitshitshitshit ! " yelled Bear as he took cover from the enemy 
fire and shells. Mutt knew how much a freshly ejected shell burned if 
it got down your armor, and it was almost impossible to get 
out . 

"Missiles off the rack." said one of the pilots as two missiles 
hissed toward the building. When it made contact, the explosion sent 
even more debris into the stale air and rained down on the Marines, 
covering their uniforms with even more filth. When the dust cleared. 
Shadow and Miller stood up to inspect the damage. The machine guns 
had been destroyed and Shadow was pretty sure whatever enemies that 
were inside had been killed. 

"Easter, thanks for the assist." Shadow said over his radio. The 
Marines began standing up one by one and looked at the 
surroundings . 

"Anytime Zulu, good hunting." Easter responded as the three Hornets 
flew away. The Marines began to celebrate as Rose turned to Shadow 
and Miller. 

"Command wants your teams to go hunting for any Spetz that would be 
near the wreckage of the building." ordered Rose as Shadow took off 
his helmet to wipe away the sweat. 

"What about the Marines?" questioned Shadow. Rose was quick to 
respond . 

"We keep pushing forward. Conrad isa€l" answered the sergeant before 
being cut off by a loud explosion followed by a cloud of smoke rising 
a few blocks away. "Correction, has dealt with the lEV and plans to 
keep moving up. You guys need to just protect our rear from any Spetz 
that might still be alive." 

"WILCO." responded Shadow as he gathered his team and Miller did the 
same with Texas. "Ok, Spetz season just opened and we are going 
hunting. Command thinks a few somehow survived that building 
collapsing . " 

"Seriously?" protested Bear. "I watched that thing fall and I can 
tell you nothing could've survived that." 

"Well Command wants us to make sure nothing survived. Now let's go." 
sternly responded Shadow as everyone began to grab their 
gear . 


"Euckin' WILCO." answered Ute as he loaded a fresh magazine. When the 
group reached the rubble they notice several bodies they had missed 



before, including two Spetznaz corpses. 


"So that's two of them. How many more we got?" asked Bear. 

"Five more, Spetz travel in teams of seven." answered Shadow, but 
Mutt stepped in to correct him. 

"Actually we should only have four more because I killed the sniper." 
Mutt argued. Shadow tilted his head a little to the right. 

"Yeah, so only four more operators. Now, what would the others be 
doing?" pondered Shadow as he looked around at the 
buildings . 

"Probably, hiding and waiting for some poor sucker to come along." 
answered Ute as he aimed around. Shadow looked over at what appeared 
to be a museum. 

"Let's check in here." said Shadow as he walked toward the building 
followed by the rest of Zulu with Mutt in the rear. When they entered 
they found two separate doors, each leading to different exhibits. 

"We have to split up. I'll take Bear to the right. Mutt and Ute take 
the left . " 

"WILCO." responded Mutt as he went through his corresponding door 
followed by Ute. The area Shadow entered was dimly lit but he could 
see the exhibits contained what appeared to be relics of the Civil 
War. He glanced around looking for anything that resembled the enemy. 
Suddenly the sound of glass breaking was heard causing him and Bear 
to duck. They raised their rifles and looked around them but saw no 
sign of any enemies. Shadow got on his radio. 

"You guys hear that?" he asked quietly not to draw any 
attention . 

"Yeah and I know what caused it. Samurai Mutt over here found 
something he likes." responded Ute. 

"Goddamnit Mutt." complained Shadow under his breath as he relaxed 
and lowered his rifle. "Try to warn us next time Sticky Fingers sees 
something that catches his eye." 

Ute nodded "Will do." He looked back at Mutt. "Try and warn me next 
time you decide to break into an exhibit." Mutt was strapping the 
katana that he had recently stolen to his back. 

"What? I saw it, no one was guarding it, and I took it." Mutt 
responded as he shrugged his shoulders. "Plus it might come in 
handy." Ute shook his head as he pulled out his karambit and 
inspected the area. Suddenly, soft footsteps were heard. Ute quickly 
turned around to face Mutt, who was already gripping the katana's 
handle in his right hand. More footsteps were heard and Ute turned in 
the direction he heard them coming from. 

"Get ready, dude." Ute warned Mutt. Mutt unsheathed his katana as the 
footsteps got louder. Ute then turned around and found himself 
staring at a Spetznaz operator charging at him with a Bowie knife. 
Reacting quickly, Ute swung his karambit and made contact with the 
Russian's neck. The enemy stopped dead in his tracks and his arms 
drooped, causing the knife to fall out of his hands. Ute finished the 



Russian off with a quick jerk and tore his windpipe out. Blood 
splattered on Ute ' s armor and the display cases, as the unlucky 
soldier dropped to his knees and fell face first into the carpet. 
"Boss, one of the Russians is dead." 

"Copy that. Now where are the others?" asked Shadow. That question 
was soon answered by the ominous sound of the security gates closing. 
Mutt knew the other Russians were waiting for them and he knew the 
fighting was going to be bloody and up-close. 

**Author's Note: Sorry that I have not been updating as often as I 
should be. I have been in the middle of schoolwork, personal life, 
and the occasional writer's block. I want to give you guys the best I 
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16. For Country 
**Chapter 16- For Country** 

"Three more, boys." called out Shadow as Mutt tightened his grip on 
the katana. The museum's PA system came to life suddenly. 

"ZomrieA;, AmeriA*anov. Budete zahynA°A¥ v mojich rukAjch." yelled a 
Spetznaz. Ute relaxed and looked around in confusion. 

"Boss, wasn't that Slovak?" asked Ute in confusion. "I thought the 
Slavs were on our side." 

Shadow answered over the radio, "No, the Serbs are on our side. PoA* 
von a bojovaA¥ proti nA;m, zbabelec!" The sound of footsteps got 
closer causing Mutt and Ute to turn around. A second operator was now 
charging at them and had already brought his fist back to hit Ute. 

But Ute was able to get out of the way before the enemy was able to 
strike him as Mutt raised his sword. But when Mutt struck his 
opponent, the sword simply bounced off the armor with a loud clang. 
Mutt was knocked off balance from the sudden shock, which the Russian 
took advantage of by delivering a vicious kick to the center of his 
chest. Mutt went flying back into a display, shattering the glass 
casing as Ute stood up and attacked the opponent with his knife. But 
once again, the operator was able to block the attack and respond by 
putting a left hook into Ute ' s ribs and then a devastating right hook 
into the side of his face, sending Ute stumbling into a wall. 

"The blade didn't even scratch his armor." complained Mutt as he 
stood up. 

"That blade is almost 2,000 years old, bro . I think it lost its 
edge." responded Ute as Mutt sheathed the katana. Mutt then charged 
at the Russian and nailed the enemy with a hard hitting right to the 
neck, knocking the hostile operator slightly off balance. But he was 
quickly able to regain his balance and retaliate with an elbow to 
Mutt's stomach. He stumbled a little before regaining his balance and 
putting his guard up to his face, but the operator was already on top 



of him and trying to land hits, which Mutt was blocking. Ute finally 
got to his feet and went to join the fight. He put his right foot 
into the middle of the attacker's back, causing the Russian to 
stumble forward into Mutt. The sniper found an opportunity and took 
advantage of it. He wrapped his arms around the waist of his attacker 
and grunted as he lifted the Russian up. He then slammed the Russian 
down, got up quickly, and landed several blows to the enemy's head 
before he was pushed away. Ute was able to catch his comrade and both 
prepared for a counter-attack, but were surprised when the found 
their enemy bending over with a small string of blood coming out from 
under the edge of the helmet. Ute pulled his leg back and delivered a 
devastating blow to the visor of the Russian's helmet, shattering it 
and knocking the enemy back into a display. The enemy took off his 
helmet and revealed a heavily beat up face including a broken and 
bloody nose. But he had short blond hair, and the one eye which 
wasn't swollen was green. Ute walked over to the Russian and picked 
him up by the collar. 

"Otkazhites ' i my vam ne povredit . " stated Ute, but the Russian began 
to laugh. Ute looked at him confused until a huge bump was heard on 
the other side of the wall. Ute and Mutt looked back to check on the 
noise, which gave the Russian just enough time to retaliate. He 
grabbed the vase behind him and struck Ute in the head. The vase 
shattered into several pieces as Ute released his grip and dropped 
the enemy. The assailant dropped down and quickly retaliated by sweep 
kicking Ute ' s legs. The American hit the floor with a loud thud, but 
before the Russian could do any further damage Mutt charged in and 
lowered his shoulder into the enemy's chest. The Russian slid to a 
stop before reacting to Mutt's attack. He responded by swinging his 
right hand into Mutt's face, but Mutt easily blocked it and 
retaliated with an uppercut to the Russian's face. As the Russian 
stumbled back, Ute got to a knee and tried to get contact with either 
Bear or Shadow. 

"Did any of you guys hear that?" asked Ute as he stood up. Shadow 
responded after a few seconds. 

"Yeah, Bear tried to throw our friend here through the wall. How are 
you guys doing?" responded Shadow as he ducked underneath an 
attempted right hook from his opponent. 

"Fine. Mutt and I have this guy under control. I'll make contact 
again when we deal with this guy." Ute stated before Bear landed a 
devastating blow to the Russian's face send him tumbling back into a 
display, knocking it over. As the opposing operator stood up. Shadow 
landed a kick right on the operator's left elbow. A loud and ugly 
crunch sounded as Shadow followed through and watched the enemy's 
left arm fall limp. Before Shadow could land a knockout blow, the tip 
of a blade pierced the wall and dripped blood from its tip. Shadow 
panicked and quickly got on the radio. 

"Ute? Mutt?" he screamed in fear. Ute was quick to reassure his 
leader . 

"We're fine, boss. The Russian on the other handa€ 1 Mutt found a use 
for his katana." Ute said sounding somewhat afraid. Mutt had found a 
weak point in the Russian's armor around the center of the chest and 
had pinned him to the wall. The enemy was wide-eyed out of shock, 
breathing heavy, and grasping the blade. Mutt then turned the blade 
clockwise, making the wound larger and guaranteeing the kill. The 



Russian coughed up even more blood, splattering it onto the blade, 
floor and Mutt's armor. Mutt placed his right foot near the blade and 
pushed the dying operator off the blade. Falling to his knees, the 
man tried to cover the wound with his hands, but blood continued to 
gush out. Mutt and Ute noticed the face of the Russian getting 
dangerously pale. The Russian began to shake feverishly as he glanced 
up at the two men who had defeated him and opened his mouth to 
speak . 

"Fora€ 1 .. mya€ 1 . country ... " said the Russian weakly as he fell face 
first into a small puddle of his own blood. On the other side, the 
final Russian screamed out of rage and quickly charged at Shadow. But 
the American was quick to respond, stepped out of the way and was 
able to put his knee into the freshly enraged Russian's gut. Two more 
snaps were heard, letting Shadow know he had broken a couple of ribs 
with that blow, along with a bad cough from the Russian. Shadow was 
able to catch a glance of a new blood stain on the inside of the 
enemy's visor before pushing the operator back. The Russian held his 
recently broken arm and tried to regain his balance. Once again, he 
charged at the Americans and just like before. Shadow was too fast 
for him. Shadow swept the injured Russians legs out causing the 
operator to fall on his face. He grunted in pain as he slammed face 
first into the floor and struggled to get up. Before he could get up. 
Bear was over him and had lifted his right leg, bringing it down on 
the enemy's lower back. The final blow had been dealt as an even 
louder crack was heard. The Russian screamed out in pain and grabbed 
at the carpet, pulling himself away from Bear. But he noticed 
something was not right. 

"Pochemu ya ne mogu poshevelit' nogami?" screamed the Russian out of 
panic as Bear picked him up and slammed him against a wall. Bear was 
about to deal a death blow until Shadow came up with an idea. 

"Bear, wait." ordered Shadow. Bear looked back at him confused. "We 
might be able to use him for Intel." Bear looked back at the Russian 
and took him off the wall as Ute and Mutt walked into the room. "Now 
we just have to get out of here." 

Ute interrupted "If you could get me to the security room, I can open 
the security gate." Shadow nodded as the team moved through the 
museum while Bear dragged the Russian like a doll. While they moved 
through the sections of the museum, they kept a look out for the 
final operator, but he was nowhere to be found. Shadow even went to 
the extent of asking the captured Russian where the last of his 
teammates were, but he remained silent. When they reached the control 
room, Ute found the terminal had been hacked. 

"Thisa€lis gonna take some time." sighed Ute as he got to work. 

Shadow walked out of the room and got on his radio to contact the 
Marines . 

"Hey Rose. We got two of the last three Spetz were still looking for 
the last one." explained Shadow. 

Rose responded within a few seconds. "Okay. We linked up with Conrad 
and his squad. Also, don't worry about the last one. She's already 
dead, wasn't pretty either. We think she burned to death in the 
building because we found her stuck on a beam and burned to a crisp. 
What's your current situation?" 



Shadow continued to pace in front of the prisoner. "Trapped in a 
museum, a couple of Spetz were waiting for us but there dealt with 
them . " 

"Sounds good, the 1st ID's pushing up and the Russians are on their 
last leg, soa€ 1 " But Rose was cut out by sudden gunfire. The last 
thing heard on the radio before it cut out was a cry for a corpsman 
and Shadow instantly recognized the voice. Willis was either hit or 
calling for help. 

"Get that fucking door open quick, Eli!" screamed Shadow as he glared 
at Ute. Instantly, Ute knew something was wrong. Shadow only called 
his teammates by their real names if they were either on leave or if 
something was extremely FUBAR, and he wasn't in California. Quickly, 
he raced to get the controls back. 

"Door's ready." said Ute as the gate was lifted and Bear took 
position by the door. But Shadow wasted no time and lowered his 
shoulder. He hit the door with enough force to knock it off its 
hinges. The rest of the team followed panicking because Shadow was 
acting out of rage. Mutt felt bad as he and Bear scooped up the 
Russian prisoner, someone important was hurt and Shadow knew it. Who 
else would they lose today? 


17 . A Hero ' s Exit 
**Chapter 17- A Hero's Exit** 

The team instantly saw a grim situation ahead as they approached 
their pinned down comrades. A large group of the surviving Russians 
had set up an ambush and the Marines had run right into it. Shadow 
noticed several Marines already dead and lying behind cover. Shadow 
lowered his body as he sprinted to the nearest Recon. Several Marines 
began to fire blindly over whatever cover they could find as the 
Russian machine guns continued to fire. Shadow tried to get the 
Recon' s attention as the fire intensified. 

"Hey! What's going on?" screamed Shadow as he aimed over the concrete 
barrier which had been set up. When the Marine turned his attention 
to Shadow, he noticed it was Sgt . Willis. 

"Conrad got hit, Russians have us pinned down, and communicat ion with 
the 1st is cut off." yelled Willis as he reloaded his rifle. Shadow 
began looking around and saw Mutt and Ute dragging a badly wounded 
Marine to cover. At the same time. Bear had replaced the gunner on a 
M247. But Shadow noticed something. Bulldog and Texas Team were 
nowhere to be found. Before Shadow could question Willis on the two 
teams, a shell landed in between the two sides. Instantly, Shadow 
ducked into cover to hide from the debris. 

"What was that?" asked Shadow as he popped out of cover and fired his 
DMR. 

"That was the 1st bringing in their M808's to provide support. 
Unfortunately with comms cut, several rounds came a little to close!" 
screamed Willis as he fired a burst from his rifle. The Russian 
machine guns came to life in retaliation, sending several Marines 
into cover. Mutt and Ute began moving under the fire after dragging a 
few wounded devil dogs into cover. Mutt half tripped half slid into 



cover beside Willis and Shadow. He slapped a new magazine into his 
DMR and unleashed a quick, deadly volley. 


"Where are all the corpsmen?" asked Mutt as he came back into 
cover . 

"Either busy or dead!" screamed Willis as bullets zipped by them. A 
Marine screamed as he was hit in the chest and tried to cover the 
wound. Ute knelt beside the wounded Marine and put pressure on the 
wound, trying to stop the bleeding. Shadow opened fire covering his 
comrade from the deadly machine gun fire, but Shadow had to duck back 
into cover in order to reload his rifle. 

"I've noticed Bulldog and Texas are missing! Where are they?" asked 
Shadow at the top of his lungs. As he waited for Willis' response. 
Shadow returned fire on the attacking Russians. A few Russians began 
to try and flank, but Bear was able to spot them and cut them down 
with fire from the M247. 

"They are going around behind to try and flank the Russians and maybe 
place a beacon." responded Willis as he returned to cover. Ordway 
crawled over to the group, but her rifle was empty. 

"Any of you guys got spare mags?" asked Ordway as she leaned against 
an SUV to the left of the group. Willis pulled a couple of full 
magazines out and slid them over to Ordway, who snatched them off the 
ground. She loaded one while she put the other one in a pouch. She 
peeked out of cover to fire, but as she did, a ping was heard along 
with the sound of lead ripping through flesh. The sound of Ordway ' s 
rifle hitting the ground was the next thing Shadow heard as he 
turned. Ordway let out a scream as she fell back holding her left 
hand, missing her ring and middle finger. The Russians continued to 
fire as she screamed in agony and Bear quickly grabbed her pulling 
her away from danger. 

"How bad is it?" asked Willis, while Bear grabbed Ordway ' s 
rifle . 

"Pretty bad." responded Bear for Ordway. The Marine quickly took her 
rifle from the operator and began firing again. Everyone else 
followed her lead until a loud snap was heard as a Marine fell 
dead . 

"Sniper!" yelled Willis as Marines began to take cover. Ordway began 
to crawl to different cover. The Russians began to climb over their 
barriers as the Americans coward in cover. Several Marines tried to 
keep them at bay, but the sniper pushed them back into cover. Ordway 
used her good hand to pull herself into a firing position and then 
took aim at a group of enemy soldiers. She was able to fire a few 
rounds into the crowd of hostiles, scaring more than she killed as 
they scrambled back for cover. But before she could unleash a second 
burst, another snap was heard and Willis watched as a large chunk was 
torn from Ordway ' s right shoulder by the bullet. Her body fell back 
and crumpled into a heap as Willis reached out to grab her. 

"Mutt! Eind the sniper!" screamed Shadow as Willis dragged Ordway ' s 
body. Mutt grabbed his S99 from his back and rested it on a car's 
hood. He began scanning for the sniper, but ducked when another snap 
sounded. Mutt was able to spot the sniper in a building which he 
estimated was a little over 800 meters away. He took aim as the 



sniper fired again, this time the bullet zipped past Mutt. He 
responded to the attack with a shot of his own, watching as the 
bullet cruised toward the enemy. The bullet collided with the center 
mass of the crouched sniper and threw the enemy back. Mutt confirmed 
the kill through the scope, ducked back into cover, and slung the 
rifle onto his back. Mutt then heard the shrill noise of artillery 
shells falling, meaning the M808's had launched another volley. Mutt 
braced for impact knowing the possibilities of the rounds landing on 
them, and it terrified him. But instead the rounds began to land on 
the Russian positions and the enemy began to scatter at the effective 
barrage. Mutt peered over his cover to see what caused such a volley. 
At first the dirt and smoke hung in the air, until a voice was 
heard . 

"You guys looked like you needed some help." smirked Fox as she held 
her tomahawks and stood on top of a barrier. The group stood up and 
continued forward as Zulu linked up with Texas. 

"Any news?" asked Shadow as everyone regrouped. Fox began to scratch 
her head nervously before Miller answered. 

"D made it, he's in good hands. The Russians are starting to 
surrender. Unfortunately, the corpsman couldn't do anything for 
Conrad. He's dead." Miller explained as the members of Zulu lowered 
their heads out of respect. After paying their respects, the two 
teams continued forward to push the Russians and Cubans out of Miami. 
Over the next few days, hundreds of Russians and Cuban soldiers 
surrendered to the American forces. The losses numbered in the 
thousands on both sides along with almost a hundred civilians. But at 
the same time, Russian forces were prepared to invade the Eastern and 
Western coasts, along with several cities in Europe. The war was 
escalating and no end was in the foreseeable future. But Zulu had to 
remember a friend before going back into the field. 
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18. Remembrance 
**Chapter 18- Remembrance** 

**Author's Note: 1,000 views! Thank you so much guys. I appreciate 
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going and pumping out chapters. Eor the 1,000th view I'm going to 
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again for all the support.** 


Mutt glanced at the mirror as he draped the tie over the back of his 
neck. The shirt he was wearing felt a little tight, especially since 
he hadn't worn the damn thing for almost two years. He began to 
adjust the tie to make sure it fit right, but was taken off guard by 
a sudden tug on his face. When he went to investigate, he found 
Shadow grabbing the beard Mutt had recently grown while in Miami and 
decided to keep it. Shadow was smiling as he released Mutt's beard 
and patted the rookie on the back. Mutt noticed a few cuts on 
Shadow's face that had not fully healed since Miami. 

"How you doing, Chris?" questioned Shadow. Mutt popped a small smile 
before responding. 

"Trying to tie this piece of crap." responded Mutt as he began to 
knot the tie. A door opened and then Bear and Ute then came to join 
their two comrades. 

"Too much crying out there, I can't take it." complained Bear as he 
removed his sunglasses. Ute shook his head at Bear's complaint. 

"I bet on the inside you're a freaking softie." joked Ute causing 
Bear to give him a disapproving look. Shadow chuckled as Mutt 
finished knotting the tie and grabbed his suit. It had been a 
surprise to him that they had been invited to Conrad's funeral, but 
the team graciously accepted. Shadow felt even though they only 
fought by Conrad once, he was like a brother. The team agreed to 
attend. It had only been a month since the events in Miami had 
passed, and the city was already starting to recover. The Russians 
and Cubans had not taken advantage and did not hit any vulnerable 
areas along the coast. Instead, Chinese forces had begun invading the 
Korean Republic, Vietnam, and were making a move on Japan. After the 
events in Miami, all the Delta teams were ready to be inserted but 
Collins denied their requests. He explained SEALs were already 
working with Korean UDT in the region. From the information Mutt had 
heard Georgia Team was inserted on the Finland-Russian border. Hotel 
Team had been stationed in the Philippines, and Anchor Team was most 
likely heading to India to run raids into Pakistan. Other than that 
Mutt was left in the dark. Shadow lit a cigarette before heading out. 
Mutt sighed. 

"You know that's bad for you, boss." he mocked. 

Shadow smirked as he responded, "Yeah, I know. I'm quitting." he 
responded after blowing a cloud of smoke. "Now let's go." Shadow 
ordered as he opened the door to the wake and walked out with the 
team. The funeral went on with nothing fancy. Willis was there, gave 
the eulogy, and all of Bulldog Team was present. The only Recon not 
there was Ordway since she had not been discharged from the hospital 
yet. Willis was a large, bulky Af rican-American man with a square 
jaw. He kept his head shaved and had brown eyes. He gave a heart-felt 
eulogy but did not shed a tear in sadness. He and the other Recon 
Marines were there for the same reason as Zulu, to honor a fallen 
comrade. The rest of the funeral went on, a 21 gun salute sounded and 
people queued beside their caskets to pay their respects. As the 
members of Zulu passed the casket, they were intercepted at the end 
by Collins. They formed up around the general, wondering about his 
sudden arrival. Collins put his hands behind his back before 
talking . 



"I know you boys don't want to go back out into the field, but two 
new pieces of important Intel have come to our attention." explained 
Collins. All four operators had quizzical looks on their faces until 
Shadow spoke up. 

"What are we talking about here?" asked the leader. 

"We found a base in the Arctic Circle which we believe is the holding 
facility of several Spetznaz. Also, we got word of an Afghani warlord 
who might have connections to that weapons dealer Bourdik. His men 
have been giving Rangers in the area a rough fight. We need him 
eliminated" continued Collins before Ute raised his hand. Collins 
nodded in confirmation. 

"You expect us to do both those missions?" asked Ute as if a little 
bit concerned about the both missions. 

"No, you guys are being sent to Afghanistan, specifically the Nimruz 
Province. Icarus Team is being sent to Russia." explained Collins as 
the team gave him a confusing look. 

"Do you think Icarus can handle a job like that?" questioned Ute. 
Collins responded by giving Ute a stern look. 

"Slash will have Icarus under control, I assure you. Now you guys 
need to pack up. You leave for the Houston in two days, and then you 
will be transferred to the Gladwell." ordered Collins as he walked 
away. The team went back to their hotel and began packing their 
belongings. Mutt was not ready to go back, but he had his orders and 
his brothers behind him. 

**3 days later** 

Mutt slung the pack over his back as he walked across the deck of the 
HMS Gladwell and looked as the British sailors ran along the deck. 
Shadow was always the first to the Pelican, and Mutt found him 
talking to another operator. Shadow turned to look at Mutt and waved 
him over. 

"Hey Mutt, get over here. Need you to meet someone." called Shadow as 
Mutt walked over to the two soldiers. "Mutt this is Sergeant Morrison 
of the S.A.S., I fought with this guy in Yemen when I was the 
rookie." Mutt offered his hand to the operator, who gave Mutt a 
strong grip. 

"Glad to meet you, sergeant." greeted Mutt. 

"Likewise." responded Morrison in a heavy Cockney accent . "So where 
are you gentlemen off to?" 

"Afghanistan, Nimruz Province to be exact. Afghani warlord has been 
giving Rangers in the area the middle finger for a little too long. 
Also, he might have connections with an arms dealer the O.G.A. has 
been after." explained Shadow as Bear and Ute walked across the 
deck . 

Morrison adjusted his body armor before responding. "Sounds like fun. 
Team 3's being sent to India to run ops with one of your teams, along 
with Ghataks." 



"You'll be running with Anchor Team. Lex is a good leader and he's 
got three good soldiers by his side." continued Shadow as the other 
team members began loading gear. 

Morrison began to chuckle. "I remember Lex from that op back in 
Mecca. Those were good days. Well you need to get busy." the S.A.S. 
operator offered his hand to Shadow, which Shadow shook. 

"You still owe me a handle of rum." Shadow reminded Morrison. 
Morrison shook his head and backed away from the ramp. 

"Maybe the next time we cross paths. Godspeed, my friend." Morrison 
said as the ramp on the Pelican rose and the transport lifted into 
the air to its objective. 


19. Life's Lessons 
**Chapter 19- Life's Lessons** 

The road was bumpy as Ute handled the wheel and the truck moved down 
the dirt road. The headlights were beginning to dim and the road was 
harder to see at night. He was trying to concentrate on the road but 
one thing was getting on his nerves. 

"Turn that shit off. Bear." angrily complained Ute as he reached for 
the radio to turn off the loud Arabic music, but quickly was knocked 
away by Bear. 

"Bitch, keep your eyes on the road." reacted Bear as he hit Ute ' s 
hand. "Besides, I kinda like this music." 

Ute put his hand back on the wheel before talking again. "It 
literally sounds like a dude fucking a goat. Turn it off before I 
shoot it." As they continued to argue. Shadow opened the back window 
from the bed of the truck. He leaned in and saw the two operators 
bickering . 

"You two sound married. What's the deal?" asked Shadow as he looked 
at his two teammates. 

Ute went first. "Bear and his Hadji Baba and the Goatfuckers CD. 
Shit's getting annoying." Shadow then looked at the other 
operator . 

"Bear, do you have an explanation?" asked Shadow. Bear looked at 
Shadow as he gave his response. 

"I like this music and we kinda need to fit in." replied Bear as he 
smiled and lowered the shemagh from his mouth. Shadow returned the 
smile before giving his verdict. 

"This jury rules in favor of the defendant. Bear. Court is 
dismissed." responded Shadow as he closed the window, but not before 
Ute got off a quick insult. Shadow sat back down and looked at Mutt, 
who was adjusting his paktol before resting his silenced DMR in his 
lap. Mutt had also taken the opportunity to knot his beard at the 
bottom. Mutt had been silent the whole ride but was not falling 
asleep like he usually did. "You alright?" asked the leader. 



"Yeah, I'm good boss." responded Mutt as he nodded. Suddenly, Bear 
opened the back window and grabbed Shadow's attention. 

"Checkpoint ahead, boss. Looks suspicious." said the operator as 
Shadow looked at the checkpoint. 

"Looks like Muji. There friendly to WA but still fingers at the 
ready. Stop here and I'll check to see if they've seen any enemy 
activity." ordered Shadow as Ute slowed the truck to a halt and 
Shadow jumped over the side. The Mujahedeen fighters turned their 
attention to Shadow as he approached and one of the fighters walked 
forward and greeted Shadow. The two talked for a few minutes before 
they separated and Shadow walked over to the window, which Ute 
lowered. "According to them, the Taliban moved out about a week ago 
and AQ still have control over this area. The leader of this province 
is named Tariq Habeeb, just like Command said. He has a compound 
about 30 miles down the road." Shadow explained as he jumped over the 
side of the bed and sat down. Ute placed the trunk into drive and 
continued forward down the road. 

"Where's our PB going to be?" asked Bear as Ute once again rolled the 
window up. 

"There's a village near here, maybe 20 or so miles. We can set the 
equipment there." explained Shadow as he set his DMR on the truck 
bed. The night began to turn into morning as the operators pulled 
into a small village. "This one right here." said Shadow pointing out 
a two story, stone house. Ute parked the truck behind the building to 
hide it from view of the road. The team got out of the truck and 
began to unload gear. Mutt went inside and began setting up a sniping 
position upstairs. Ute then set up a sleeping bag and a bag of 
supplies in a corner. Shadow and Bear set their positions near Ute ' s 
as Mutt pulled the sniper rifle from the bed of the truck. But 
instead of his usual S99, Mutt had an AMSR-20. The AMSR-20 was a 20mm 
Anti-Material rifle, mostly used against vehicles. Mutt had equipped 
his 12X scope along with a bipod. He placed the rifle on the table 
and flipped both covers up before glancing down the 
sight . 

"Remember, you can't use those rounds on personnel." reminded Shadow 
as Mutt loaded a magazine and popped a smile. 

"Says who?" Mutt asked smugly. 

"Says the Geneva Convention. Seriously, you'll leave no remains with 
that thing." responded Shadow as he rested his DMR against a wall and 
laid out a sleeping bag. Eventually, the camp was set up and Mutt sat 
behind his rifle and surveyed the land. Shadow already had a few 
MRE ' s cooking as he took point on the window with his DMR. Bear was 
in a sleeping bag and Ute was leaning against a wall, both of them 
sleeping. Shadow darted his eyes around checking on the MRE ' s . The 
silence was starting to get to him, and he decided to break 
it . 

"Hey, Mutt." he said, not moving from his scope. It took a few 
seconds for Mutt to respond. 


"Yeah boss?" responded the sniper. Shadow adjusted his position and 
took a deep breath before responding, the words he meant to say 



almost came out of his mouth. But he quickly replaced them with a new 
sentence . 


"You want an MRE?" he quickly asked as Mutt finally looked up from 
his scope. 

"Sure, why not?" Mutt responded as he leaned back in the chair. "What 
do we have?" 

Shadow looked at the packages and proceeded to read off the menu. 
"Beef stew. Beef ravioli, pork rib, and Mexican style chicken 
stew . " 

Mutt chuckled as he answered. "Christ, Mexican stew? Whoever eats 
that is going to be shitting their brains out for weeks. Give me the 
ribs, leave the chicken for Ute." Shadow laughed at Mutt's response 
as he handed the sniper the food package and a fork. Mutt leaned his 
seat to the left in order to grab the package and took a quick bite. 
"Why do we never get bag nasty?" 

"It's because according to Command, the generals and reserves need it 
more than we do." responded Shadow as Bear yawned and looked around. 
"Well rise and shine, cupcake . " 

"What did I miss?" drowsily asked Bear trying to stretch his arms. 
Shadow went back to his scope, scanning the area. 

"Nothing. No activity. MREs are ready." responded Shadow as Bear 
punched Ute in the arm waking him up. 

"Eood's ready, bitch." joked Bear as Ute opened his eyes. Shadow 
grabbed the beef stew package and grabbed a fork. Bear then took the 
ravioli pack and quickly began eating. Ute took a look at the last 
remaining package and grimaced. 

"I think I'd rather starve." complained Ute. "So what's the 
situation? " 

"No activity, we don't even know anything about this Habeeb guy." 
explained Shadow as he looked down at his backpack. He reached inside 
and pulled out a Sat-Phone and began dialing a number. "I think it's 
time we call someone who might have some helpful info." The room went 
silent as the others stared at the phone. 

"You mean you're going to call Mom?" asked Ute shocked. 

"Well, we haven't talked to him in almost a year. I think he deserves 
a call from his old team." Shadow said as he hit the send 
button . 

**1 AIS years earlier** 

**Pleasantville, New Jersey** 

The sound of laughter filled the house as the group finished up their 
dinner. A man in his late-40s with black hair and beard which were 
spotted with grey hairs began talking. 

"So then fucking Charlie over here drives into a pond, floods the 
engine, and we had to do the rest of the mission on foot!" the man 



joked as Shadow rolled his eyes. 


"You know that was my first mission, Alex. It's almost been 8 years 
since that happened." rebutted Shadow as the man he was arguing 
against lifted his glass of beer to his mouth and swallowed before 
responding . 

"Yeah, and I made the mistake of letting you drive." laughed Alex. He 
took one more sip of beer before looking at an older woman. "Honey, 
take the guests into the living room. I need to talk with the team." 
The woman stood up and spoke in a soft, gentle tone. 

"Of course, dear. I'll show them the pictures from our trip to 
Italy." she said smiling. As soon as the five operators were left 
alone, the man spook again. 

"Well boys, it's been a good run. But I think it's about time I left 
and spent more time with the grandkids . " he continued as Shadow stood 
up . 

"What about your wife. Mom?" asked Ute as he leaned back in his 
chair. Mom chuckled before responding. 

"I've had to listen to that woman nag for 36 years, but I love her to 
death. Anyway, Collins wanted some fresh lieutenant out of West Point 
to lead you boys. I told him to shove Mr. Butterbars up his ass, and 
put the only man I trusted with this team in charge. So meet your new 
team leader, Charlie Yeager." Mom slapped Shadow on the back as the 
team began to clap and cheer. Shadow tried to wave off the applause 
as Mom embraced him in his arm. 

"Thanks guys. First off, I can't wait to get our first mission. 
Secondly, I'd like to welcome the newest member of Zulu, Chris 
Morrows. Just call him Mutt, he will be taking over for me at 
sniper." explained Shadow as Bear slapped Mutt on the back. "Did you 
bring it Bear?" Shadow asked as everyone but Mutt began to 
smile . 

"You know I did. I even filled it before I got here." Bear laughed as 
he reached into a back pack and pulled out a two liter bottle of an 
amber liquid. Bear twisted the top off and quickly the room was 
filled with the scent of hard liquor. Mom then pulled out the 
insignia of the unit which would go on Mutt's beret. 

"Here you go, rookie." he stretched his hand forward but when he was 
right over the bottle, he dropped the metal pin into the drink. It 
hit the surface with a plop and then sank to the bottom. Mutt had a 
shocked look on his face as the other operators began to laugh. 

"Son of a bitch!" cursed the rookie as he held the bottle of whiskey 
watching the insignia slide around at the bottom. 

"Drink up Mutt." demanded Bear as the rookie took a sip from the 
bottle. "Dude, chug that shit." Mutt tipped the bottle upward and 
began taking large gulps before lowering the bottle in order to 
breath . 

"You got 10 minutes to drink it." ordered Mom. "Who holds the unit 
record?" he asked leaning over to Shadow. Shadow crossed his arms as 
he watched the rookie continue to down the liquor. 



"Some guy in Icarus named Murphy, downed it in a little under a 
minute. According to Mike, kid didn't even put the bottle down." 
responded Shadow causing Mom to shake his head. When they looked to 
check the rookie's progress. Mutt was almost halfway done. But he was 
beginning to get a heavy cough and was taking smaller sips. Mom then 
reached into his pockets and pulled out a cell phone and handed it to 
Shadow . 

"I'll be out of the fight, but Collins is allowing me access to be 
eyes in the sky." Shadow took the phone and looked at it before Mom 
finished his statement. "If you ever need help, just give me a call. 
I'll always be here." He continued as before looking at Bear and Ute 
cheering the rookie on. The rookie finally finished the alcohol and 
held the insignia between his teeth. "Take care of the team. I don't 
want to have to attend another funeral." Shadow simply nodded as he 
watched the members of his team joking around. He too hoped he would 
not have to attend a teammate's funeral. 


20. Icarus 

**Chapter 20-Icarus** 

Shadow heard the dial tone for a few seconds before someone picked 
up . 

"Hello?" answered a voice. Shadow smiled before continuing. 

"It's been a while, old man." joked Shadow as he sat up against a 
wall . 

"I was wondering when you were gonna call, brother." responded Mom. 
"What do you need?" 

"Need some Intel on a guy." demanded Shadow as he rubbed the side of 
his face. 

"Give me a name and I'll find him." answered Mom as keys typing were 
heard on the other side. Shadow sat up trying to get comfortable. 

Bear took Shadow's position with his SAW, and Ute finished off Bear's 
ravioli . 

"Tariq Habeeb, fucker's a warlord in the Nimruz Province." Shadow 
said while Mom looked up the information. 

"Guy appears to be a little leaguer trying to make majors." mocked 
Mom but then something odd struck him. "Funny thing is C.I.A.'s been 
watching this guy for a few years. Why?" he typed in another password 
accessing more Intel. "Holy shit." he said with concern in his 
voice . 

"Hit a lead?" asked Shadow glancing over to Ute as if to tell him 
something was up. 

"More like a gold mine." responded Mom. "Turns out Habeeb ' s been 
doing deals with your boy Bourdik for a while. Weird thing is Bourdik 
has contacts everywhere, including the US." 


Shadow stood up and began pacing the room. "Does that mean someone 



stateside is funding an international arms dealer?" 

Mom grunted "Wouldn't be surprised if all of Washington was shoveling 
money into this guy. Question again is why? Also, I can get you a 
location on Habeeb. That is if you want it." Shadow nodded before 
answering his old leader. 

"Give it to me." he said picking up his DMR. 

"He's currently on the phone ten miles from you. Let's see who he's 
on the phone witha€ 1 and oh shit, you are not gonna like this, 
brother." Mom said to the team leader. But before Shadow could say a 
word. Mom continued to explain. "He's on the phone with a blocked 
number stateside, can't get the number. This doesn't bode well for 
you. Shadow." 

"We can handle it. Mom." Shadow responded. 

"Well I better get back to watching over Icarus. Those boys are in 
for a hell of a mission. I'll try and trace the call for 
you . " 

Shadow sat down as he began to talk. "Sounds good. How are they doing 
right now?" 

Mom chuckled. "They havea€ 1 interesting tactics." Shadow laughed 
heartily at the answer. 

"Well that's Slash for you. They've got everything under control." 
Shadow said with confidence in his brothers. 

**Inside the Arctic Circle, Russia** 

**Icarus Team** 

The operator was trying to figure out his HUD while at the same time 
he was looking at the computer. At the moment the computer was 
downloading a file, but for the soldier it was taking too long and he 
was getting impatient. The soldier took matters into his own hands 
and head-butted the screen, cracking it a bit. In an instant, the 
download began to speed up and finished. The operator looked back at 
his teammate covering the door looking for approval, but the other 
operator just shook his head in disbelief. Their radios came to life 
with a voice. 

"Murph, is the download ready?" asked Slash over the radio. Murphy 
pulled the flash drive from its port and stowed it away in a 
compartment in his armor. 

"It's done, cap." Murphy said as he picked up his M45 and patted his 
comrade on the back. "Let's go, D.J." D.J. was Icarus' sniper and was 
wearing the CQC armor variant. At the moment he was carrying a M392 
but had the SR-78 on his back. He stood up and aimed around making 
sure the hallway was clear. 

"Where to now?" asked D.J. 

"Murphy is heading to the control room to find the Spetz, you need to 
cover him." responded Slash. "Slede and I can cover the gate for 
now." Murphy reached a door marked in Russian, he read the sign and 



looked back at D.J. 


"Found it. Mom, anybody in there?" asked Murphy as he held his 
shotgun low. Mom came to life on the radio. 

"One heat sig, sitting down, far side of the room, facing away from 
the door." answered Mom over the radio as Murphy propped his shotgun 
against the wall and pulled out a hunting knife. D.J. gave him a 
confused look. 

"What the fuck are you doing, Murphy?" angrily asked D.J. as Murphy 
reached for the door handle. 

"Competing with Sparrow for kills of the month." said Murphy sounding 
excited . 

"You're drunk, aren't you?" asked D.J. Murphy paused for a second 
before responding. 

"Noa€ 1 maybea€ 1 yesa€ 1 very . Now let's go kill this prick." Murphy 
exclaimed as he opened the door. The one soldier inside had a pair of 
headphones on and was blaring music. Murphy looked to his left and 
saw a camera pointed in the direction of the soldier. He walked over 
to the camera and sliced the wire with his knife, cutting off the 
feed. The Russian was still unaware of his presence as Murphy 
directed his attention to the soldier. The soldier currently had a 
shot glass and a bottle of vodka to his left and a set of controls to 
his right. Murphy sheathed his knife and grabbed the bottle of vodka. 
Taking off his helmet, he revealed a round face with a number of 
scars along the right side of his face from his temple to his jaw. He 
had short brown hair, green eyes, and a large bushy beard. He took a 
gulp of vodka before tapping the soldier on the shoulder. "Ey! Ey, 
drug!" The soldier removed his headphones and looked at Murphy. 
Through the Russian's goggles, he could see the soldier had blue 
eyes . 

"Mogu ya vam pomoch?" asked the soldier, slightly confused by 
Murphy's appearance. Murphy held the vodka up and looked at the 
label . 

"Eto khorosheye der'mo." Murphy responded trying his best to mimic a 
Russian accent . The soldier nodded and went back to his 
controls . 

"Eto sdelano v moyem rodnom gorode . Moya sestra posylayet yego mne . " 
responded the soldier. 

"Chto eto takoye?" asked Murphy pointing a few screens displaying 
video of what appeared to be cryo-tanks. 

"Eto? Oni pokazyvayut, mashiny, ispol ' zuyemyye , chtoby polozhit' na 
bronyu nashego operativnika ." The Russian continued to explain. "Eto 
delayetsya vruchnuyu mnoy , no mashiny oblech'sya vo vseoruzhiye. 
Podozhdite , kto ty?" asked the Russian as he glared up at Murphy who 
was wide-eyed. He took a sip of vodka before using the same bottle to 
smash the Russian's head. The soldier slumped in the seat, 
unconscious, as Murphy pulled out a zip tie and strapped the 
Russian's hands behind the chair. He then began to hum the tune of 
the children's song "Pop Goes the Weasel" as he pulled out a second 
zip tie and strapped the Russian's feet together. Einally, he pulled 



out a roll of duct tape and shut the soldier's mouth shut. At that 
same moment, the video feed showed several operators entering their 
respective holding tanks. 

"How do I start this?" he asked as he pressed a button, which started 
the armoring process. 

Murphy began to giggle like a madman as he grabbed another office 
chair and began to move the robotic arms which attached the armor. As 
the enemy soldier woke up and groaned, Murphy looked back at him and 
began to sing his own twisted rendition of the beloved children's 
song . 

"All around the devil's tree 
>The Delta chased the Commie<p> 

The Commie thought twas clueless fun." Murphy then chugged some vodka 
before continuing. The operator's helmet was in place just in time 
for the last line. 

"SNAP! Goes the Commie." Murphy screamed as he twisted the controls. 
In an instant, an operator's neck was thrusted into an unnatural 
position, severing the spinal cord and ending his life. His body went 
limp inside of the tube. His tied up comrade could do nothing but 
watch in horror. Murphy began to laugh uncontrollably, screaming 
"Snap!" each time he killed the other six operators' in the exact 
same fashion. The Russian continued to scream and tried his best to 
get out of the chair, but all his attempts were unsuccessful . Murphy 
spun the chair around to look at the panicking enemy, cracking a 
smile as the Russian went wide-eyed trying not to cry. "No one will 
believe you. Everyone will hate you." said Murphy as he smiled. The 
Russian continued struggling but eventually gave up as Murphy wheeled 
him to his original position. "Nighty night." uttered the operator 
before he slammed the Russian's face into the controls knocking him 
out and breaking his nose. A stream of blood poured from the nose of 
the unconscious soldier as Murphy walked out. D.J. looked up at the 
operator before Murphy put his helmet back on. 

"Well?" questioned D.J. as Murphy picked his M45 off the 
ground . 

"Seven enemy operators confirmed dead." smiled Murphy, pleased with 
his own performance. The sniper stood up and aimed his DMR down the 
hall covering Murphy as the continued down the corridor. 

"What now, bossman?" asked D.J. as he and Murphy moved down the hall. 
Slash jumped off the concrete barrier and took a kneeling position on 
the snowy hill. 

"Meet us at the next objective." responded Slash as he motioned 
forward to Sledge. Sledge walked out from behind a tree and adjusted 
his EVA armor. "That comms tower has to go down before we 
leave . " 

"You got the explosives?" asked Sledge in his grizzled voice. The 
team leader responded by holding up a block of plastic explosive. The 
two operators moved in on the front gate, where one soldier was 
standing in the guard shack and talking to the driver of a 
jeep . 



"Let the jeep pass, Sledge. Then take the guard down." ordered Slash 
as they approached the guard shack stealthily. Sledge pulled out his 
push dagger and approached the Russian guard. As the jeep drove off, 
the guard stepped out of the shack and watched the jeep drive away on 
the snowy road. Suddenly, a hand grabbed his mouth and dragged him 
away. His scream was muffled as Sledge stabbed the dagger though his 
sternum. He struggled to get free of Sledge's grip, but his effort 
was in vain as he slowly passed away. His arms went limp and fell to 
his side as Sledge released the soldier from his grip. Sledge picked 
the dead soldier up and carried him away, with Slash taking cover 
beside the shack. His HUD began highlighting several targets 
including the large radio tower located in the center of the base. 
When Sledge joined him. Slash began explaining the plan. "There are 
lots of patrols going around. I hope D.J. did his job. D, is the 
charge in place?" 

"Roger." responded D.J. over the radio. 

"Blow it." ordered Slash. After a few seconds, a small explosion was 
heard followed by all the lights in the base began going out. 

Russians began to panic and look for the source of both the explosion 
and the sudden power outage. 

"Power's out, boss. Meet you at the tower." called D.J. as the radio 
went silent again. 

Slash looked back at the heavy gunner. "Let's go." Sledge nodded and 
the two operators made their way through the darkened base. About a 
minute later, the backup generators came online and the base's lights 
burned dimly. Russians continued to search for any assailants, but to 
no avail. When Slash and Sledge reached the communicat ions tower, 
they found Murphy, D.J., and the bodies of two Russian soldiers. Both 
had already placed two blocks of explosives to the tower's base by 
the time their comrades had arrived. 

"Took you guys long enough." joked Murphy as he looked up to watch 
Slash and Sledge place their payload of explosives. Slash merely 
shook his head as he stood up, waiting for the others. 

"Mom, explosives placed. Where's the extraction?" Slash 
reported . 

"You have two Hornets and a Pelican heading to you from Helsinki. Get 
away from the base and pop a flare." responded Mom. "Georgia Team and 
a squad of Jaegers are onboard for support." 

"Sounds good." Slash responded before motioning to his teammate to 
follow him. Slash saw from his HUD there were still several Russian 
patrols moving around the area. They continued to follow one moving 
towards the exit, staying in the shadows as best they could. 

Suddenly, a soldier broke off from the group and moved in the 
direction of the team. The team instantly came to a halt and waited 
for the soldier to pass. He was about 10 yards from Slash when he 
stopped, pulled out a cigarette, and lit it. "Murphy, take him." 

Slash quietly ordered. Murphy sneaked over to the smoker and wrapped 
his shotgun around the enemy's throat and tightened. The Russian 
began struggle, sending the two of them to the ground with a soft 
crunch as they hit the snow. The Russian was heard choking as he 
cried for help, but no one was there to help. He slowly died and his 
body went limp on top of Murphy. But before Murphy could get up. 



Slash spotted two more Russians heading their way. "Shit. Murph, stay 
down. Sledge, take the one on the right." Sledge aimed his DMR at his 
target, while Slash aimed at the other. In that instant before the 
shots were fired, an alarm sounded through the base. Both soldiers 
had their attention drawn to the alarm, turning their backs to the 
team . 

"Alarm! Soldaty nashli mertvym! Zloumyshlenniki ! " screamed a voice 
over the PA system. Slash took advantage of the distraction. 

"Drop them." ordered Slash as he fired a round from his DMR. Another 
click sounded as Sledge also fired. Both rounds connected with their 
targets, blood splattering on the clean snow. Murphy pushed the 
soldier's body off of him and rejoined the team. As they exited the 
gates. Slash pulled out the detonator for the C4 and pushed the 
button. A large explosion rocked the base and sent shrapnel into the 
air. The tower leaned to its right and began to fall. "Pop smoke over 
the hill, D." silently ordered Slash. Several gunshots were heard, 
followed by the sound of bullets firing overhead. All four spun 
around and returned fire on the base. "Pop the smoke!" screamed the 
team leader as he opened fire. D.J. pulled the pin on the canister 
and threw it behind him. It popped and released a steady cloud of red 
smoke . 

"This is Vixen 3-4, eyes on smoke, coming in for exfil." said a 
female voice over the radio as the sound of jet engines got closer 
and a Pelican with an escort of two Hornets appeared. "Whoa, this is 
gonna be a warm LZ . " The team was getting pushed back by the enemy 
fire as the Pelican turned around and began its decent. The ramp 
lowered and several soldiers wearing ODST armor poured out and opened 
fire with their BR55's. 

"Jaeger's are here! Get on the Pel' !" ordered Slash at the top of his 
lungs. The team followed the order and began their dash toward 
safety . 

Two more soldiers followed the Jaegers out of the Pelican, one 
wearing Security armor and carrying the S99, while the other wore 
Hazop armor and carried an M247. They both began to open fire. Icarus 
Team ran up the ramp and turned around to cover their teammates. The 
two Georgia Team operatives were the next on, as the Jaegers were 
last on. 

"Kaikki hyvAn ! " screamed one of the Finnish soldiers after he walked 
up the ramp. Murphy sat in one of the seats and looked at one of 
Georgia's operatives. 

"Where's Cricket, Voodoo?" he asked the sniper of Georgia. Cricket 
was Georgia's team leader and he wore the Commando armor. 

"He's in the cockpit with Comet making sure this damn Pelican flies 
straight." complained Voodoo in his thick southern accent as he sat 
down. Comet was Georgia's engineer and wore the JFO armor. "Trinity, 
go get them." Trinity, Georgia's heavy gunner, nodded and went over 
to the cockpit . 


Slash began to chuckle. "That's how you escalate a goddamn global 
conf lict . " 



21. When the Hunters Become the Hunted 


**Chapter 21- When the Hunters Become the Hunted** 

Shadow sat by the window, chewing the granola bar he had just taken a 
bite of. He heard Mutt yawning upstairs, and he couldn't blame him. 
Almost eleven hours had passed since they had arrived and it was 
beginning to get unbearably hot. The most exciting thing they had 
seen was a goat herder crossing the road, and they didn't feel like 
bothering him. Suddenly, Mom was heard on their radios. 

"Icarus is out of the field. I'm taking over as your eyes." he 
explained . 

"Anything on Habeeb?" asked Shadow as he glanced down the sight of 
his rifle. 

"Guy is just pacing around the room talking to the same guy. I 
haven't been able to tap into the call." explained Mom as Shadow got 
up from his position and moved over to a sleeping bag to get some 
sleep and let Ute take over the position. 

"Just let us know if anything changes, we might head out on a patrol 
soon." responded Shadow. Suddenly, Mom's tone changed to one of 
panic . 

"He's off the phone and heading outside. I'm pulling up satellite 
images. Jesus Christ, they're getting mobile. I don't know where they 
are headed yet, but I'll try and find out." exclaimed Mom as Shadow 
ran over to a window. He aimed his DMR outside before 
responding . 

"Do it quick. I don't want to be overrun by a bunch of AQ all of the 
sudden." he said before hanging up the call. He ran over to Bear and 
patted him on the shoulder. He began ordering the team around, "You 
get the front. Ute, get that side window!" The two moved to their 
positions as Mutt jumped down the stairs to grab his pack and DMR. 
Before he could run back up the stairs. Shadow grabbed his arm. 
"Remember you can only use those rounds on the trucks." Mutt nodded 
before heading back up the stairs. Bear quickly checked the drum in 
his SAW before scanning the area. Shadow took up his position. "Mom, 
where are they headed?" 

"They just started rolling. But they are armed to the teeth, so they 
are expecting a fight." explained Mom. 

"Well we're ready for one too." Shadow responded. 

Mom quickly tried to bring Shadow's cockiness down. "You aren't ready 
for this. Shadow. Get out of there ASAP. They are headed your way 
right now . " 

"Mutt!" screamed Shadow at the sniper. The sniper was quick to 
respond . 

"What do you need?" asked the sniper. 

"You see any trucks and you fire on sight!" ordered Shadow. 

Mom was quick to assert his position. "Charlie, you're gonna get one 



of your brothers killed doing this." Shadow continued to ignore his 
old team leader as he continued to set up the positions. "Charlie, 
listen to mea€ 1 " he was once again cut off by Shadow screaming 
orders . 

"Boss! Two trucks coming up the road! 1,000 or so meters!" screamed 
Mutt. He stared down his scope at the approaching trucks and aimed 
for the engine of the lead truck. 

"Take them out!" Shadow yelled as Mutt placed his finger on the 
trigger. He began to steady his breathing as he tracked the truck and 
lead the shot. The sniper applied steady pressure to the trigger and 
the rifle sounded with a roaring boom. The large 20mm round flew down 
range toward its intended target, which it hit dead center and began 
ripping the engine block apart. The engine ignited and flames began 
to spread through the truck. Insurgents began jumping out of the 
truck, but it was too late for the driver as he was engulfed in the 
flames. Mutt held back the urge to fire on one of the 
men . 

"Permission to fire on the insurgents?" Mutt asked as Shadow 
continued to pace the room. 

"Boss, U.S. technically never signed the treaty. We merely observe 
it." grinned Bear as he glanced back at his team leader. 

Shadow looked up at his sniper. "Smoke 'em" he ordered gruffly. Mutt 
aimed his rifle as he watched one insurgent take cover behind a small 
rock. Mutt placed the crosshairs on the man's head and began to pull 
the trigger. With another loud bang, the second bullet was sent 
toward its target. Mutt watched through his scope as the man's head 
disappeared in a cloud of pink mist. 

"One down." Mutt reported as he pulled the bolt back, ejecting the 
spare shell. He aimed down range until he saw something which caught 
his eye. He aimed his scope up and found the danger. "Tank!" Mutt 
yelled, warning the rest of his team. 

"Shoot it! Shoot it!" screamed the leader as bullets began to hit 
their position sending everyone into cover. Mutt aimed his rifle at 
where he thought the bullet would hit the crew, but before he could 
the tank fired a round heading toward the sniper's position. 

"Oh shit!" Mutt yelled as he dove down the stairs just in time to 
avoid the round which destroyed his position and sent debris flying 
through the house. Mutt tumbled down the stairs, landing on the back 
of his head while the rest of his team took cover from the debris. 

The blow had stunned Mutt for a minute, but he quickly came back to 
his senses and jumped up. 

"We got to get out of here, LT ! " yelled Ute at the top his lungs 
while returning fire against the insurgents. The tank fired another 
round, this shot flying over the building. Ute went into cover, with 
Bear taking over his position with the SAW. He unleashed a heavy 
barrage on the determined enemy, dropping a large number of them, but 
more kept coming toward their position. Bear dropped the empty drum 
and loaded a full one. 

"I'm trying to get an extraction for you. Get out of there now." Mom 
ordered. Shadow glanced out the window before making his 



decision . 


"Ute, get the truck started. We'll cover you." he ordered. Ute nodded 
and went out the back door to the truck. His teammates covered his 
exit as he opened the truck door and tossed his DMR. Ute inserted the 
key into the ignition and turned, starting the engine. 

"Truck's ready. Shadow." Ute spoke over the radio as Shadow pulled 
out a smoke canister. He pulled the pin and tossed it out the window. 
He waited for a second until the cloud of white smoke began to cover 
the house. Shadow motioned the guys outside. Mutt tossed his sniper 
rifle into the bed of the truck and then jumped over the side into 
the bed. Shadow ran around and opened the passenger door as Mutt 
pulled Bear into the truck. 

"Go, go, go!" ordered Shadow as Mutt reached in and grabbed Ute ' s 
DMR. "Mom, where is the extraction?" 

Mom crackled on the radio. "There's a Pelican callsign Duckling 
3-5-7, 10 miles west. Collins just informed me he wants you guys to 
debrief him personally." 

"Sounds good. I'll bring up Habeeb ' s connection stateside." Shadow 
spoke as he looked behind the team and watched the house disappear 
from site. 

"Just watch your words brother." Mom explained "You don't need the 
big shots in Washington investigating in the middle of ops. Remember 
the last time that happened?" 

Shadow shook his head. "You mean the time Chimera Team nearly getting 
killed when two S.A.D. operators panicked. Yeah that was not a 
pleasant day." He spotted a Pelican flying overhead and got back on 
his radio. "Duckling 3-5-7, I got eyes on you." 

"Copy that. I see you boys in the truck. Coming in for landing" the 
pilot said as the Pelican began to descend. When the transport was 
low enough it lowered the ramp. Shadow realized there was not enough 
room to fit the pick up so they decided to ditch it, grabbing their 
packs and weapons. Shadow glanced up at the ramp and quickly put 
together the best words he could for when he had to face Collins in 
the debriefing. The General was not the best person to explain a 
failed mission to, but also the fact someone stateside was 
communicat ing with two known terrorists. 


22. New Assignments 
**Chapter 22- New Assignments** 

Shadow glanced around the cabin to find his teammates were fast 
asleep in their seats. He took this opportunity to get up and head 
for the cockpit to ask a question which had been on his mind since 
they left. When he entered the cockpit, he found two pilots talking 
to each other over the Pelican's systems. 

Shadow spoke to get the attention of the two pilots. "Hey guys, where 
is Collins at the moment?" Both pilots quickly turned around to 
answer the operator's question. 



"He's at Fort Hood, sir. Most of the Delta teams are being called 
back for new assignments." responded one of the pilots. 

"New teams?" Shadow asked again. The pilots looked at each other for 
guidance but neither had the answer. 

"We don't know. He just told us to bring you guys to Fort Hood." the 
same pilot responded. Shadow nodded accepting the fact General 
Collins would not tell two Army aviators his plans. He left the 
cockpit and went back to the cabin. Suddenly, a thought came to mind. 
If Collins is back in the U.S., could he have given Zulu's position? 
He was one of very few people who knew Zulu's operating areas, but 
Shadow quickly shook the thought knowing Collins would never try to 
get his teams killed unless he had a reason. When he reached the 
cabin, he found Bear was the only one awake. The operator looked over 
to his team leader and yawned. 

"Why are we not back on the Houston yet?" drowsily asked Bear. Shadow 
took a seat across from his friend. 

"Because we aren't heading back to the Houston. Collins wants us at 
Fort Hood." explained Shadow, causing Bear to bolt up in his 
seat . 

"Why does he want us at Fort Hood?" Bear asked worrying about the 
sudden change . 

"Turns out Deltas are getting new assignments. Don't know if it's new 
team or new bases." Shadow continued as he leaned back into the seat. 
"We'll see what the deal is soon enough." Bear nodded and looked out 
the small circular window beside him at the vast ocean. Shadow 
slumped his head, closed his eyes, and fell asleep. He was awoken by 
Mutt gently nudging his shoulder. The lieutenant looked up at Mutt as 
he woke up. 

"Wake up, boss, we're here." Mutt spoke as he held his hand out for 
Shadow. Shadow nodded and grabbed Mutt's hand, allowing him to be 
pulled out of the seat. Both operators grabbed their packs and slowly 
walked down the ramp joining Bear and Ute on their way to the 
barracks. Most of the soldiers gave them strange and inquisitive 
looks when they walked by, but the operators did their best to ignore 
them. Instead, they were wondering which teams were already back. 

When they reached the barracks, they found the members of Papa Team 
heading to mess wearing their Multi-Cam. Shadow grabbed the attention 
of their team leader. 

"Hey Wade!" yelled Shadow causing a large stocky male to turn his 
attention to Shadow. He stopped in his tracks and let his team 
continue past him. 

"What do you need, brother?" Wade asked is his slight Texan accent as 
Shadow held out his hand, which his fellow comrade grabbed it and 
pulled him into an embrace. The two began to laugh as Shadow motioned 
to the others to go on without him. The other three operators nodded 
and entered the barracks . 

Shadow turned his attention back to Wade. "You hear anything about 
the new assignments?" Wade nodded and smiled. 

"Yeah, Collins told me a little bit. We are getting new AO's." Wade 



"Did you really think 


confirmed as Shadow let out a breath of relief, 
they made new teams?" 

Shadow straightened up before answering "It might have crossed my 
mind . " 

"The last time that happened was over a hundred years ago man." Wade 
said as he shook his head. "Now go get ready. Everyone's at mess." he 
continued before heading off to rejoin his team. Shadow opened the 
barracks door and found the rest of the team changing into their 
Multi-Cam fatigues. Bear walked past his team leader followed by Ute 
and Mutt . 

"Hurry up, boss. We'll be waiting in the mess hall." Bear said as 
they left Shadow to change. When the three of them reached the mess 
hall, they found several Delta teams had already arrived. Bear 
grabbed a tray and looked at the line. 

"Chicken Hooahs, only the best." joked Mutt as he picked up a chicken 
sandwich from the line. He looked over and saw Ute already had four 
of them on his tray plus a large amount of chips. 

"Fat ass." Bear insulted causing Ute to turn on a dime to face his 
teammate with a scowling face. 

"If you guys didn't leave me with the damn Mexican stew, I wouldn't 
bea€ 1 " Ute complained before he received a sudden punch to his 
shoulder from behind. 

"Are you insulting my people's food, puta?" jokingly asked Diablo. 

The three operators looked at Diablo and saw he had his left arm in a 
sling . 

"What if I am?" Ute asked smugly. Diablo let out a chuckle before 
answering the question. 

"Then I'll break your neck with my good arm." he responded just as 
smugly . 

"How's the arm, D?" Bear asked, pointing at the arm in the 
sling . 

The operator responded while looking down at the healing hand. 
"Doctors say a few more weeks before I can start training again." 

Bear looked behind him and saw Shadow heading through the mess line. 
He then turned his attention back to Diablo. 

"So what are you doing while the arm heals?" Mutt asked. 

"Can't really do anything." he said, shrugging his shoulder. 

Bear ended the conversation "Stay strong, brother." he said as the 
three teammates approached Shadow, who was currently holding a bowl 
of salad. 

"How's D doing?" Shadow asked his teammates. Bear looked back at 
Diablo as he walked out of the mess hall. 

"He'll be fine." responded Ute before the team found a table and 
began eating. Before they could finish a sergeant approached their 



table. The team gave their attention to the soldier while they 
finished their meals. 


"General Collins wants you guys to debrief him now." ordered the 
sergeant. Shadow nodded. 

"Tell him will be there ASAP." Shadow spoke. The sergeant accepted 
his response and walked off. Shadow took one last bite from his salad 
and stood up. He put his bowl and trash into a large tub filled with 
similar dishes. The others followed his lead and the team walked out 
of the mess hall together. They headed toward a large four-story 
building which housed the administration and certain key officers. 
When they walked through the front door, the attendant up front told 
them Collins' office was on the third floor and second on the right. 
When they reached his door they read his nametape and Shadow tapped 
on the door. 

"Come in." ordered Collins from inside. Shadow opened the door and 
the four operators filed in. They all threw up a salute, which 
Collins returned while seated. "So give me a report on what happened 
in Afghanistan." The four operators went to parade rest before Shadow 
explained the mission. 

"Sir, we were unable to capture Tariq Habeeb. But the Mujahedeen 
fighters in the area are more than able to take care of him." 
explained Shadow. But Collins looked down at his desk and shook his 
head in disappointment. 

"I don't want Habeeb dead because he has valuable Intel on key 
targets in the region. The Muji would have simply killed Habeeb." 
said Collins, not yelling at the team but voicing his disappointment. 
Shadow straightened up before giving Collins the most important 
observation . 

"Also, sir, we found out that Habeeb has a connection stateside." 
Shadow explained to the general, causing Collins to slowly sit up. "I 
think that's how he was able to learn about our position so quickly." 
Collins stroked his chin contemplating the situation presented to 
him . 

"Well this adds a new level of difficulty. We have to get Habeeb 
along with find out who is his contact." Collins said while reaching 
into a drawer. Suddenly, he stopped and looked in confusion at the 
drawer . 

"Sir?" Shadow questioned the general, who held off the question. He 
continued to look through the drawer. 

"Where did the damn files go?" Collins asked in confusion. Suddenly 
the door opened and an operator with a large bushy beard walked in 
holding several folders. Everyone in the room turned their attention 
to him as he stopped dead in his tracks. "Sparrow, I need my folders 
now." The operator remained silent but shook his head as he walked 
out, closing the door behind him. Collins got up angrily and chased 
the operator but when he opened the door, there was no sign of the 
thief. Collins sighed before turning around to face Zulu. "You have a 
mission brief with Sword Team at 1500. Jaguar's giving the brief. 
You're dismissed." The members of Zulu walked out of his office and 
made their way out of the building heading to the barracks. 



"Get some sleep, boys. You know how Jag does his briefings." joked 
Shadow, the others nodded in agreement and went to their 
bunks . 

Sparrow continued down the hall, once or twice looking behind him to 
make sure Collins wasn't in pursuit. Sparrow was the team leader of 
Lima Team and was known as a joker. He walked through the barracks 
glancing through the files, which Collins used to keep track of 
operators. He flipped through them until he reached his own and he 
began reading Collins' notes. He scoffed at some of the remarks, but 
smirked at others. He came to a sudden halt when he heard a familiar 
voice . 

"Are those our reports?" asked Murphy while brushing his teeth. 
Sparrow nodded while Murphy stared at them for a moment. "Mine!" 
Murphy screamed as he reached out and grabbed and handful of folders 
before Sparrow could even react. 

"Fucking Irish drunkard." cursed Sparrow as he felt the stack get 
even lighter. When he looked back he found Griffin, the engineer of 
Lima Team. He grinned at Sparrow as he walked away from his team 
leader . 

**1501** 


Shadow took a seat in the small classroom beside Ute as Jaguar stood 
beside a large map of a city and its surrounding areas. Mutt and Wolf 
were the last operators to enter and they took their seats beside 
each other. Jaguar looked around the room at his fellow 
warfighters . 

"Alright ladies and gentlemen, let's get this show on the road. First 
off, Collins gave us new operating areas. Sword, Zulu, and Quebec 
will be operating out of Camp Khan in Spain. Any questions?" Jaguar 
spoke to the operators. Ute raised his hand to ask a question which 
Jaguar acknowledged. 

"Does this mean we'll be running joint ops with the G.O.E.?" he 
questioned. Jaguar began to nod in response. 

"Joint ops are a possibility, but not certain. Anything else?" Jaguar 
scanned the room as the seven operators shook their heads. "Alright 
so our current mission is to capture Alexi Borudik." Everyone 
straightened up in their seats after hearing this news. "Oh yeah, 
command wants us to take down an international arms dealer. This 
motherfucker has got a large amount of followers and they are willing 
to die for him. SATNAV currently places him in Warsaw in the Ursynow 
District. So two days ago, a drone found a large shipment of weapons 
moving out of Warsaw." Jaguar explained while pointing key points on 
the map. "Also, that same drone located an SUV with a license plate 
number which matched one of Bourdik's many tags. The tag is EWN 48YT, 
so keep an eye out for that." Mutt wrote the tag into his notepad so 
he could study it later. Once he finished he looked back up at 
Jaguar. "We are also going to be working with GROM and SAD. So make 
sure we don't pull a Chimera, understood?" Operators began to nod in 
agreement with Jaguar as he wrapped up his presentation. "Hope you 
guys wanted it short and stupid. Any questions?" Onyx quickly raised 
his hand. 


"What are our rules of engagement?" asked the large operator. Jaguar 



began to pace the room before answering. 


"Only fire when engaged. The district we are operating in is a 
neighborhood and a pretty big one. We don't want a stray bullet 
ruining a family dinner. In addition, Bourdik is not to be shot. This 
is a bag and tag. Any other questions?" None of the operators spoke 
or raised their hand. Jaguar slowly nodded before speaking again. 
"Alright, we lift off at zero-dark thirty tomorrow morning. Uniform 
is Mark V armor." Jaguar spoke as the operators began to stand up. 
"Time to go hunting, boys." 


23. Nomad 

**Chapter 23- Nomad** 

**January 5****th****, 2552: Ursynow District, Warsaw, Poland** 

The operators walked down the blocked off street, watching as 
soldiers paraded civilians into homes. The Polish soldiers were 
telling the people that everything would be fine and there would be 
no conflict. Mutt knew that the followers of Bourdik would not go 
down without a fight, but their job was to make sure the fight didn't 
spread. As they watched the soldiers herd the citizens into their 
homes, six soldiers who were all wearing EOD armor approached the two 
teams . 

"Witamy w Warszawie, moich przy jaclA^ A, . " greeted one of the soldiers 
as he stretched his arms out and began to laugh as he and Jaguar 
embraced. "It is good to have you here." Jaguar nodded before 
speaking . 

"Wish it was under better circumstances , Kruk . So what's the 
situation right now?" asked Jaguar as the Polish operator known as 
Kruk looked around. 

"Your C.I.A team arrived about an hour before you did. They went 
ahead and took up a position around Bourdik 's house. We need to get 
moving if we want to catch the suka." explained Kruk. "Do you have a 
sniper? " 

"Two of them. Mutt and Wolf." answered Shadow as the two marksmen 
stepped forward. When they moved up, Kruk looked into his ranks and 
motioned an operative up. 

"DrapieAV4nik, jesteA> z nich." ordered Kruk as the operative loaded 
his KSAO, the standard sniper rifle in the Polish military. He 
motioned to Mutt and Wolf to follow him. As the three snipers walked 
off, Kruk turned his attention back to the Deltas. "Shall we go pay 
our friend a visit?" joked Kruk as he loaded his MA37 and looked back 
at his men. "Ruszamy! ChodA°my!" The men nodded and led the way down 
the street as Kruk motioned to the Delta operators. They followed the 
GROM operators down the street to another barricade, which was 
surrounding a large three story house. The operators took their 
positions behind a stone wall as Polish soldiers finished setting up 
the barricade. Shadow peered over to the other side of the barricade 
and saw five operative donning black ODST armor and armed with M7s, 
SAD operators. 

"Wolf and I are in position, waiting for the green light." Mutt 



spoke. Kruk began to give the signal to move forward until the garage 
door opened and an SUV slowly drove out. Shadow aimed at the driver's 
side and had his finger on the trigger, but something didn't seem 
right as the SUV slowed to a halt at one of the barricades. Suddenly, 

three of the SAD operatives ran out guns at the ready. 

"Out of the car! Now!" screamed one of the operatives, motioning to 
the SUV's driver seat as the other two surrounded the 
vehicle . 

"Boss, what's going on? Why are the C.I.A. guys approaching the SUV?" 
questioned Wolf as Jaguar glanced over at the scene. 

"Get the hell away from that car!" screamed Shadow as he tried to 

motion to the soldiers, but they refused to listen. One of the 

operatives approached the driver's door with his gun raised. 

"Last warning!" yelled the same operator as he motioned his head to 
his partner to open the door. His comrade complied and reached for 
the door. But before he could open the door, the car erupted into 
flames and obliterated the three operators in the vicinity. Shadow 
covered his face from the explosion and stared at the burning chassis 
of the SUV as embers began to fall. 

"Screw formality, I'm going in." said Shadow as he looked back at 
Kruk and then began to run across the street. The other operators 
joined Shadow as an enemy by one of the second story windows opened 
fire. Shadow quickly dove into cover behind another stone wall as 
only a few other joined him, the others jumping back into their 
previous position. 

"Mutt, can you see the shooter?" asked Shadow as he peered out from 
cover before he was sent scrambling back into cover to avoid the 
bullets . 

"I got him." responded the sniper as he placed the crosshairs on the 
head of the shooter. The shooter began to reload when Mutt fired. He 
watched as the top of the enemy's head explode and the dead man fall 
backwards. "Shooter down. Wolf and I have you covered from here." 

Kruk was the first to head up the driveway to the front door, 
following him was Shadow and Viper. The rest of the operators who 
could not cross the street because of the gunfire began to sprint in 
order to join their comrades. As Shadow approached the door, one of 
Bourdik's followers opened the front door and aimed his AK at the 
approaching operators. But he was too slow as Kruk fired twice and 
both bullets drilled the enemy in the chest. Blood spewed from his 
mouth and the bullet wounds as he crumpled to the ground in a heap. 
Shadow took a position beside the open door and pulled out a small 
cylinder with a painted green stripe going around it in the 
center . 

"Flashbang out." Shadow informed as he pulled the pin and tossed the 
flashbang through the open door. He waited for the bright flash of 
light and loud pop before entering the house. Inside, he found five 
enemies staggering around and trying to recover from the sudden 
assault. Instantly, two of them fell to Shadow's gunfire. Another one 
perished to a number of Kruk ' s bullets to his torso. The final two 
fell victim to Viper's gunfire. The bodies of the enemies piled on 
top of each other as the operators continued searching the house. 
Shadow began heading toward the kitchen with a CIA operative tailing 



him. When he turned the corner to enter the kitchen, he found himself 
face to face with a crazed enemy wielding a butcher's knife. The 
enemy went wide eyed and screamed at the top of his lungs as he swung 
at Shadow. But Shadow was able to move out of the way of the striker 
and retaliated with swift strike from his rifle butt to the enemy's 
face. The attacker's face snapped up as blood gushed from his nose. 
While the enemy recovered. Shadow unsheathed his knife and with one 
swing, cut the enemy's throat. Even more blood sprayed across the 
counter as the doomed militant fell to his knees and eventually died. 
"Kitchen clear!" Shadow screamed as he and the CIA operative 
exited . 

"Salon jasne!" yelled a Polish operator as Shadow's radio came to 
lif e . 

"Two shooters heading for the stairs." Informed Mutt as two shots 
were heard and the sound of bodies hitting the ground were heard 
upstairs. Suddenly, Mutt was heard laughing over the radio as Wolf 
began to growl. 

"What's going on with you two?" asked a confused Shadow. 

"Wolf and I have a bet going on. The one with the most headshots 
getsaCl" chuckled Mutt before he was cut off by Shadow. 

"Shut up. I don't want to hear this. Just keep sniping." complained 
Shadow as the operators continued to clear the first floor. 

"Floor clear." Jaguar informed everyone else as the operators began 
moving up the stairs to the second floor. They could hear Bourdik 
screaming orders to his guards and footsteps running around the next 
floor. Three more sniper shots rang as three more bodies dropped. One 
of the Polish operators peered around the corner and spotted another 
militant aiming out the window. The GROM quickly dispatched of the 
enemy, causing the dead militiamen to slump in the open window. The 
rest of the operators moved up the stairs and scanned the area. 
Suddenly, Shadow spotted someone running away from the group. Shadow 
and a C.I.A. operative aimed in the general direction and saw Bourdik 
running down the hall as two militiamen covered his escape upstairs. 
They both opened fire, striking a GROM operator in the left arm. He 
fell to the ground grabbing at the wound while his comrades turned 
and opened fire on the assaulters. One of them fell dead against the 
wall, leaving blood streaking down the wallpaper. The other assailant 
was wounded in the torso and leg, as he tried to limp away from the 
group. But Onyx quickly chased the wounded militiamen down and threw 
him into a wall. The soldier screamed as he collapsed against the 
wall and Onyx finished the helpless soldier with a devastating knee 
to the face. 

"Two soldiers and Bourdik upstairs." Wolf informed the rest of the 
group as two more shots were heard. The operators came up to a locked 
door which Kruk got beside and the others stacked up on him. 

"Robak, kopaAi dA^A, drzwi." he nodded to Robak as the Polish 
operator moved up and swiftly kicked down the door. When everyone 
entered they found Bourdik holding his hands up, but he was 
smiling . 

"On your knees! Now!" barked Jaguar as he continued to aim his DMR at 
Bourdik 's chest. Everyone's radios began to crackle. 



"Guys, you got company." explained Mutt when suddenly two soldiers 
wearing GUNGNIR armor and wielding QBZ ' s crashed through the 
balcony's glass door. One of the soldiers hooked a rope to one of 
Bourdik's belt loops. The other began raising his weapon to fire, but 
was quickly cut down by two CIA operatives. Bourdik and the surviving 
soldier were yanked out of the room and carried away by a helicopter, 
but the perished soldier remained in place, face down in the carpet. 
Shadow walked over to the body and kicked it over to reveal a Chinese 
flag on the chest plate and a red dragon on the soldier's left 
shoulder. He shook his head in disappointment as he looked over to 
Jaguar . 

"Tell command we didn't get Bourdik. Chinese Spec Ops got to him 
first." he growled at Jaguar as he walked down the stairs. Two failed 
ops in a row, he thought, this was not acceptable. He cursed under 
his breath as he began inspecting the rooms for clues. Hopefully, 
they would be able to pick up some worthy Intel. 


24 . No Breaks 
**Chapter 24- No Breaks** 

**Author's note: Hiatus is over (1:30 a.m. 5/23/2014, mark it on your 
calendars) and I'm in full swing. I've got summer classes until 11:00 
at night Monday through Thursday, but I will continue to deliver the 
best I can. My thoughts are together and I'm ready to get Chronicles 
under way again. Also, be on the lookout for a collaboration I'm 
doing with a friend in the Star Wars section. That may take up some 
time, but not enough to stop Zulu. Third, new Tumblr (shameless 
social media advertising, I know) : thegoldmonk. tumblr .com. Go ahead 
and check it out. ** 

The Pelican slowly lowered down on the pad as the operators stood up 
in the cabin and got ready to exit the transport. When the ramp 
lowered the operators found themselves at Camp Khan, which at the 
moment was in full alert with Spanish and American soldiers running 
about carrying gear and loading Pelicans. The operators walked down 
and tried to find out what was going on, but the soldiers were 
ignoring them and continuing with their work. Shadow looked around 
for guidance and was completely ignored until he grabbed a sergeant 
by the shoulder. 

"Hey, what's going on soldier?" Shadow questioned. The soldier 
glanced at Shadow before giving his response. 

"We've been given the green light on invading the Russian front. The 
21st is hitting Kazakhstan while the 5th is taking the 
Finnish-Russian border near Saint Petersberg" responded the soldier 
as he ran off to join his comrades. Shadow looked back at the group, 
a confused look behind the visor, and tried to look for any advice. 
But he only received more confused looks. 

"Do you think any Delta's will be involved?" Viper asked as he looked 
around at the soldiers walking up the ramps of Pelicans as several 
which had reached capacity began taking off. Shadow began to think, 
Icarus and Georgia were on the Finnish border. 


"I hope Slash and Cricket have everything in order." Shadow muttered 



under his breath as he continued toward the barracks weaving in 
between rows of soldiers preparing for war. The operators' saw the 
barracks getting closer and all of them were ready to get some rest. 
Mutt was already in the process of slinging his ruckpack off his back 
when a fresh corporal interrupted their plans. 

"Uhhh, excuse me, I have orders fora€ 1 ummm" the soldier panicked as 
he darted his eyes between the eight heavily armored operators, all 
of whom were glaring at him. The soldier broke out into a heavy sweat 
since he was sure he was about to be beaten. 

"Spit it out!" complained Onyx as the corporal straightened up and 
performed his job. 

"Umma€ 1 I have orders for Charles Yeager," the courier spoke as he 
held an envelope to his face, which Shadow quickly snatched. This 
caused the poor corporal to take a few steps back. He held the second 
envelope he had and read off the recipient. "I also have orders for 
Jonathan Shepley." Jaguar took the envelope from the courier's grip 
with less aggression than Shadow, but it was still too easy to tell 
no one in the group was happy to receive another order to go back 
into the fight. The corporal ran back to his post as the teams 
studied over the envelopes. 

"It's kinda strange for Collins to use letters to give us our 
orders." Wolf pondered as Jaguar broke the envelope's seal. "Usually 
he just brings us into his office and barks at us to go kill 
someone." Mutt began to chuckle and shake his head. 

"That's cause you're his least favorite team and he knows you're a 
bitch." joked Mutt as he peered over to Wolf, who was now on the 
brink of punching Mutt in the jaw. 

"Fuck you" she growled causing Mutt to laugh even more as he 
continued to press her buttons. 

"Maybe later." he retorted as Wolf began to cock her fist back but 
contained herself as both Jaguar and Shadow read their orders. "So 
what did we get?" Mutt asked looking over his team leader's shoulder. 
Shadow was slightly confused over the orders he and the team were 
receiving . 

"Assisting a resistance cell in Sierra Leone an assassinating a 
tribal leader. Well, this sounds fun." half-complained, half-joked 
Shadow as he looked over to Jaguar. He noticed Jaguar's grim face and 
knew instantly his friend had received a mission deep in enemy 
territory. "You alright, bro?" he asked peering over to Jaguar. 

Jaguar simply handed the orders over to Shadow, who read the 
emboldened words, "MCSCCW, RUSSIA TARGET (S) : MG. VLADIMIR KCSHKIN, 

LG. JCSEF DAVYDCV, SL . MISHA SCHASTLIVTSEV" 

"It looks like we have plenty of planning to do." Shadow tried to 
assure Jaguar as he handed the orders back to the operator. Mutt 
threw the door to the barracks open and began deciding which bunk to 
take, even though he was going to get very little sleep. He knew the 
sight of a bed was a welcome sign to any soldier or Marine. He slung 
his rucksack on to the mattress causing the pack to bounce an inch 
before coming to a stop. He knew an assassination was going to take 
plenty of planning but something was on his mind. Would Wolf be safe 
that deep behind enemy lines. He knew she ran an op in Siberia doing 



intelligence, but that was before the Russians crossed the 
Kazakhstani border. He was sure Jaguar would keep his team safe and 
that Wolf could handle her own. But there was still that small worry 
in the back of his mind. It wasn't two seconds after Mutt had sat on 
the rack that Shadow was gathering everyone back together. "I got the 
plan ready, boys." announced Shadow with a big grin on his face, 
which worried Ute. 

"Damn boss, that's a record." uttered Ute as he sat down in a folding 
chair. Bear took off his helmet before joining the crew. "So what's 
this plan that will most likely fail miserably?" Ute continued to 
question . 

"Well I learned something back in physiology class from college. You 
guys know about hyper and hypotonic solutions?" Shadow quizzed the 
rest of the team. They began to nod in agreement before Shadow 
continued. "Now tell me what happens when a hypotonic solution is 
injected into the blood stream?" They all began to think before Mutt 
responded . 

"The cells will swell and eventually burst, which cuts off the main 
transport of oxygen." the sniper answered as everyone nodded. 

"Which leads to?" Shadow continued. 

Bear was quick to answer. "Suffocation and cardiac arrest, but where 
are we going to find a hypo solution?" Shadow had a grin on his face 
which would worry any person, except his teammates. 

"Simple. Distilled water, which is only the most hypotonic solution." 
he answered as Ute slowly grew the same grin. 

"You devilish prick. When do we ship out?" asked Ute as Zulu 
continued planning their first attempted assassination. 


25. Boogeymen 
**Chapter 25- Boogeymen** 

**Author's Note: Well, this chapter brings us just about to the 
halfway point of 'Chronicles'. Pretty soon I will start work on "The 
Red Rifles" and begin making an outline for a third book (Only a few 
of my closest friends know the title of this book and what will 
happen. Looking at Tori and Murphy in particular! No spoilers!) 

Anyway leave a review, favorite, and a follow. Also, there is a poll 
up on my profile. It's a simple question: Who is your favorite 
character so far in Chronicles? ** 

The operator took a knee near the tree line which was on the bank of 
the Bankasoka River. The grey-black digital camouflage he was wearing 
blended in with the night as his boonie cap covered his painted face. 
He slowly reached into his pack and pulled out a pair of binoculars. 
He peered through them, observing the wooden bridge and the two 
guards walking along its borders. He then turned his attention to the 
large camp on the other side of the bridge. Half of the lights in the 
camp were on in order to pierce the night, but activity was at a 
minimum. He lowered his binoculars and glanced over to his teammate 
beside him, who currently was holding a compound bow. 



"You know how to use that, Eli?" Shadow questioned as Ute adjusted 
his boonie to the right. 


"I've been shooting this thing since I was eight years old. I'm 
pretty confident in my ability." Ute joked as he aimed the bow's red 
dot on one of the guards. Ute notched an arrow with its barbed tip 
just as Shadow put his hand up to his radio slowly. 

"Bear, are you and Mutt ready?" he asked into the radio. The radio 
crackled briefly before Bear responded. 

"We're ready, boss. Just waiting for the green light." he answered 
calmly as Shadow raised the ACOG sight on his M392 to his eye and 
watched one of the guards approaching the nearest end of the bridge. 
Ute began to draw the arrow back with his left arm and steadied the 
bow. The guard stopped at the edge where the bridge and the dirt road 
connected, but before he swiveled around to walk back to the other 
side he surveyed the tree line looking for any threats. Obviously he 
did not see the four operators in the woods because after only a few 
seconds he turned around and continued his tour on the bridge. A 
swift breeze blew through the woods, rattling the thin branches of 
the trees above them. 

"Wait for the other guard to reach our side then take him down. Mutt, 
you take the guard on the right." Shadow advised. 

"Got him in my sights." Mutt responded as Ute stood waiting for the 
soldier to come into view. When the guard finally did make an 
appearance, Ute tracked the target in the sight of the bow and calmly 
waited for the right distance. 

"Drop him." commanded Shadow as Ute let the arrow fly with a dull 
_twang_ and carefully watched its path. The arrow connected with the 
guard's chest with a _thunk_ and imbedded itself deep into the chest 
cavity. The soldier took a few more steps forward before collapsing 
onto his back. Not even a second after Ute dropped his target, a 
_snap_ was heard on the other side of the road and the sound of 
another body dropping onto the wooden bridge let the team know the 
bridge patrol was finished. "Let's get rid of the bodies." he ordered 
as he made his way to the bride after Ute had slung the bow onto his 
back. When the two exited the tree line, they found Bear and Mutt 
making a beeline for the body on the far end. Mutt held his DMR at 
the ready, while Bear trailed behind holding his SAW at waist level. 
"Bear, cover our six." Bear nodded and took a knee on the edge of the 
bridge, aiming the LMG down the road they had just travelled on. When 
Mutt reached the body he saw where his bullet had made contact near 
the neck. He heaved the body over the railing and let it fall. It 
made a soft splash as it broke the surface and was carried away by 
the current. Ute had removed the arrow from his kill before dumping 
the body. Shadow took a folded piece of paper from his pants pocket 
and smoothed it out, showing a hand drawn map and attack plan. He 
motioned to his team to gather around as Shadow began to explain the 
attack. "Okay, listen up. This is Serbaka Selim's house." he 
explained pointing to a structure which was toward the back fence of 
the camp. "It's a small two story house and should be easy to spot. 
The only problem is getting in." His finger began to trace along what 
appeared to be a large road. "This is the main road and it leads 
right to Selim's doorstep. But it is lined with tents where the 
miners' sleep." Shadow's finger then moved to the largest structure 
on the camp. "If we can even get to his house, the barracks are fifty 



yards away. It used to be an old warehouse and Selim likes to keep an 
eye on his men. If one alarm is raised, that warehouse will turn into 
a hornet's nest and we will be in a shoot-out quicker than a virgin's 
first time. ROE ' s simple, make this place look better than when we 
got here. The only enemies we kill are Selim and any guards. 
Understood?" Everyone in the group nodded as Shadow returned the 
paper to its pocket. "Let's get moving." he suggested as he got a 
grip on his DMR and took the lead. Ute followed close behind him with 
Mutt in third and Bear bringing up the rear. As they entered the 
camp. Shadow noticed two guards sitting in a small, open shack 
watching television. They're no threat as long as we can stay out of 
their sight. Shadow thought. He moved the team closer to the border 
of the shadows as they made their way through a maze of tents. Inside 
these cocoons was a miner preparing for a hard day's work. When the 
team was around seventy-five yards away from their target. Shadow saw 
a soldier creep out of the barracks and stand guard by the entrance. 
Shadow brought the team to a halt. Ute took a knee beside his team 
leader and glared at the guard. 

"Take him out?" he asked Shadow. Shadow responded by shaking his 
head . 

"He's too close to the barracks. It would make too much noise. Stay 
in the dark." Shadow responded continuing to move along the original 
path toward Selim's house. Ute motioned to the other two operators as 
they continued to move up. Shadow jumped up onto the porch like a cat 
and tested the door, locked. Shadow pulled out the lock pick as Mutt 
took up a position next to him. While Shadow did his work on the 
lock, Ute kept his aim on the guard outside. The guard paid no 
attention to the house, but instead he smoked his cigarette while 
leaning his AK on the door. Shadow unlocked the door right before the 
soldier returned to the barracks and the small light went out. Shadow 
quietly opened the door as Ute and Mutt sneaked inside. Bear motioned 
Shadow in, who obeyed. Bear, being the last one in, closed the door 
slowly. Once inside the team waited for Shadow's order, who showed 
two fingers on his hand ordering them to the second floor. The 
staircase creaked eerily with each footstep and at the top they found 
one open door which led to a bedroom. Mutt guarded the door as the 
other three entered the room. Before Mutt could make a move a child's 
voice echoed through the house. 

"Who are you?" whispered the voice. Mutt swung around to find a small 
child clutching a tattered teddy bear. Mutt could see every detail of 
the stuffed animal's fabric in the moonlight. Thoughts raced through 
his mind as he thought of a response to the child's sudden 
question . 

"We're the boogeymen." he quickly answered as the boy clutched the 
bear tighter. "We're here to check on your father." 

"Why?" the boy continued to question. Mutt knew he had to join his 
team as soon as possible. 

"It's adult stuff. Now, go back to bed like a good, little boy." Mutt 
said as he gently shooed the child away. The boy reluctantly obeyed 
and ran back to his room. When Mutt walked to his team and found 
Shadow standing over Selim tapping the syringe filled with distilled 
water . 


"Is he out, Ute?" Shadow asked as Ute removed a cloth from Selim's 



mouth and put it into one of his pant pockets. Ute turned to Shadow 
and nodded in response. Selim looked so peaceful in sleep. Mutt 
thought, how could this man kill so many people? Shadow separated the 
man's big toe from his second toe and slowly inserted the needle. 
Selim continued to sleep, unaware of the operators ending his life. 
Shadow pushed the plunger down and watched the clear liquid make its 
way into Selim's veins. Once the syringe had been emptied. Shadow 
returned the needle to his pack and cleaned the wound. "Alright boys, 
water's in. It should take a few hours to kill him. Let's go get our 
exfil." Shadow commanded as the others joined him outside the 
house . 

**2 hours later: 0600** 

Serbaka Selim came out of his slumber and stretched his arms, sitting 
up in the bed. Something didn't feel right today, he thought. But it 
was something he would worry about later, he had to worry about 
looking good for the new recruits. He jumped out of his bed and 
headed for the shower. When he turned on the shower, he made sure to 
scrub every body part with the small block of soap he had. Getting 
out of the shower he inspected his beard and decided to trim it. 

After drying himself and putting on his best uniform, Selim finally 
strode out of his house where a soldier was waiting for him. 

"Good morning. Sir!" the soldier greeted Selim after throwing up a 
salute. Selim responded to the salute with his own. 

"When will the new recruits arrive?" Selim asked in a deep, gritty 
voice. The soldier stood beside his leader. 

"The trucks should be here any minute." the soldier responded. As if 
on cue, several cargo trucks began to drive over the bridge. At that 
same moment, Selim noticed his arm going numb. It worried him, but it 
would wait until after the recruits were settled in. He walked over 
as recruits were now being herded into lines. Selim thought now would 
be a good time to begin his opening remarks 

"Listen up! I am Serbaka Selim and Ia€l" he said but was cut off by a 
strange feeling. He couldn't talk and it felt like his heart had 
exploded. His vision began to blur as he leaned and clutched at his 
chest. What's going on, he thought panicked, what's happening to me? 
He fell to his knees as soldiers rushed all around him. He could not 
see who they were or what they were saying. No, not now, please not 
now. Where's my boy? Is he okay? Falling over to his side, Selim 
began to choke as all his organs began to fail. The world began to go 
black as Selim could see his son behind the group of soldiers, 
clutching his bear. Selim wanted to reach out, but he couldn't. His 
body wouldn't let him. His men watched as Selim took a final breath 
and his eyes rolled back. Soldiers lowered their heads until Selim's 
child tapped one of the soldiers on the shoulder. The soldier glanced 
over to the child before bringing the child into a position to view 
his father's body. The boy looked at all the mourning soldiers before 
asking a single question which would lead to severe 
consequences . 

"Who are the boogeymen?" 


26. Eye for Eye 



**Chapter 26- Eye for Eye** 


Just as Russia had made a push in to the United States, it was time 
for America and her allies to respond. The plan was to attack from 
multiple fronts at the same time. Erom the north, a combined force of 
American and Einnish soldiers would push into Saint Petersburg, where 
they would link up with German forces. Erom there they would carve a 
line to the east of Moscow, dividing the country from its capital. 
Meanwhile, British and Erench forces with the help of Swedish troops 
and Kazakhstani Resistance members would begin to retake Kazakhstan 
from the Russian invaders. This would cut the connection between 
Russia and China. On the Chinese front, American and Japanese Marines 
would land in the Port of Shanghai and move inland. Korean Republic 
troops would begin engaging Communist rebels and push them back to 
the border, while Australian and New Zealanders would launch landings 
from Taiwan. Einally, British and Indian soldiers would make a push 
through Myanmar into the Chinese mainland. This invasion would be 
named "Operation Hammerblow" 

**January i o * * * *th* * * * , 2552; 0730** 

**About 7 miles outside Saint Petersburg, Russia** 

The burnt orange sun was just beginning to peek over the horizon when 
the Pelicans began their graceful approach. Some of the Pelicans had 
Scorpions and Warthogs attached to their bellies. One of the pilots 
watched as a VTOL darted in front of his aircraft before diving 
underneath the Pelican ahead of him. Suddenly, a stern voice was 
heard over his radio. 

"Husky Squadron, listen up. Eirst wave will hit the kill zone in ten 
minutes. Conduct your inspections and make all necessary 
adjustments." ordered the squadron leader as the pilot went over his 
HUD and looked over several flight instruments. He looked back to his 
co-pilot, who gave him the thumbs-up. The pilot once again took 
control of the plane as Pelicans in front of him began a slow 
descent. Suddenly the radio came to life. 

"Elak! Evade!" screamed one of the pilots. Black plumes of smoke 
filled the air as tracers flew by. The aviator could hear the bullets 
pinging of the armored Pelican and began weaving to avoid the brunt 
of the attack. The engines whined as he jerked the stick around. A 
resounding boom was heard as a puff of black smoke appeared off the 
starboard. Both pilot and co-pilot flinched at shrapnel piercing the 
canopy and bouncing off the instruments. The pilot brought his hands 
off the controls in order to shield his face. Panicking, he jerked 
the stick in order to avoid more flak. 

"I'm hit! Husky 3 is hit!" the radio sounded as a Pelican spiraled to 
earth. One of its exhaust ports was spewing smoke and a large portion 
of the right wing was missing. The pilot watched as the doomed 
Pelican made its final descent. The pilot quickly snapped his eyes 
forward and focused on what was directly ahead of him. He could see 
streams of tracers branching from the city and several plumes of 
smoke rising from where the Air Eorce had made bombing 
runs . 

"Murray!" screamed the co-pilot causing Murray to swing around. The 
co-pilot was clenching his right arm and Murray could see a small 
stream of blood flowing down the aviator's suit. 



"You alright, Colt?" asked Murray. The co-pilot nodded as he 
tightened the grip on his arm. 

"Just took some shrapnel to the arm. I'll be fine." he responded. 

"But I don't think I'll be able to handle anything." Murray turned 
his attention back to the city as Pelicans continued to drop out of 
the sky like flaming arrows. The flak intensified as they got closer 
to both the city and ground. Colt suddenly got the feeling that they 
were in some Russian bastard's sights. He noticed Murray had the same 
feeling because he was furious at the controls. Suddenly he could see 
it, a single tracer headed for their Pelican. He couldn't tell if it 
was from a machine gun or an anti-air battery. But soon enough, an 
explosion rocked the cockpit and filled it with debris. Colt felt a 
stinging pain go from his hip to his chest as even more glass and 
shrapnel dug into his body. A shrill alarm sounded warning both 
pilots of a breach while Colt screamed in agony. When he looked to 
check on his fellow pilot, he found the breach beside Murray and the 
pilot leaning to the side motionless. The combination of the shrill 
alarm and the ringing in his ears was deafening. He looked out the 
cockpit to find their Pelican beginning a nose dive. The sound of the 
door being kicked in made the pilot grimace even more. Checking on 
the noise, Colt found one of the Deltas had kicked the door 
down . 

"What the fuck is going on in here?" screamed Murphy as he glared at 
Colt beneath his helmet. The aviator tried to speak, but he could not 
get the words out. Murphy looked over to the motionless Murray and 
stormed over in his direction. A second Delta ran in to check on 
Colt, but then turned to his fellow operator. 

"How's the pilot, Murph?" Slash questioned. Colt looked over to find 
Murphy heaving Murray's body out of the seat before Slash took the 
body. Colt was only able to get a quick glimpse, but found Murray was 
missing the right side of his face and most of his armor had been 
torn to shreds. The operator carried the body back to the cargo hold 
while Murphy began to fumble with the controls while cursing up a 
storm. Colt stared at the operator in disbelief as he leveled the 
Pelican, until he felt himself being dragged out of his seat. He 
looked over to find Slash draping the aviator's limp arm around his 
back and dragging him out of the seat. "You aren't doing much good up 
here." The pilot agreed with him but he didn't want to go in the back 
where he knew he would have to look at the body of his fallen friend. 
He was powerless against the operator as he was placed into a seat 
and strapped in by Slash. The Rangers in the hold glanced over at the 
battered pilot but quickly went back to focusing on their 
mission . 

"Boss, she's in pretty bad shape." announced Murphy over the radio. 

"I don't think she'll make it to the drop zone." 

"Can you bring her down safely?" Slash asked as he hopped into the 
co-pilot's chair and strapped in. 

"I should be able to. The only problem is where to land." explained 
Murphy while Slash flicked a few switches, silencing the alarm. He 
then glanced out the cockpit to look for a landing spot. 


"What about that field? It's maybe a thousand yards from the DZ." 
Slash said as he pointed in the general direction of a large, plowed 



field. Murphy nodded in agreement and began to slowly lower the 
doomed transport. "Hey Sledge, we're gonna be in for a rough landing. 
Let everyone know." he explained over the radio. 

"Got it." Seconds later. Slash heard Sledge's deep voice let out a 
warning from the hold. "Strap yourselves in, boys! Ride's about to 
get bumpy ! " 

"C'mon girl." Murphy muttered to himself as the Pelican came closer 
to the ground. As he brushed the tops of the trees, Murphy pulled the 
throttle back and hit a switch quickly. But as soon as the switch 
flipped, a second alarm sounded and a bright red light flicked in 
front of Murphy. "Front gear is stuck. It won't open. C'mon!" he 
screamed as he furiously flipped the switch back in forth in an 
effort to lower the stuck gear. When he looked up a second later he 
found the field to be closer than he had expected. Reacting quickly, 
Murphy threw the throttle full back in order to bring the aircraft to 
a full stop. But, the Pelican slammed nose first into the frozen 
ground and began to tear into the earth. Murphy and Slash were thrown 
into their consoles from the force. Dirt was thrown into the cockpit 
through the breach as the Pelican came to a halt. Slash regained his 
composure before checking on Murphy, who was staring over the 
controls in disbelief. 

"You alright, buddy?" he asked. But it was as if Murphy didn't hear 
his team leader . 

"Look what they did to Moxxie ! Those Ruskie bastards killed Moxxie ! " 
Murphy complained, sweeping the smoke away from his face. Slash 
unstrapped himself and began to lower the ramp. He then went back to 
the cargo hold to grab his DMR and Murphy's M45. He watched as 
Rangers began to unstrap themselves and try to get back to their 
senses after the crash. Snow began to fall through the back as Slash 
went back into the cockpit to get Murphy. 

"Time to go, buddy." ordered Slash as he tapped Murphy on the 
shoulder with the shotgun. Murphy swiveled around to stare at his 
team leader . 

"What's the plan?" Murphy questioned. Slash bore a small smirk before 
answering . 

"Something no modern nation has ever done. Successfully invade Russia 
in the winter." he responded. "Now let's go kick some Commie ass." 
Murphy snatched the shotgun away excitedly and began charging for the 
exit . 

"Let's give them hell, meatbags ! " screamed Murphy as he ran by his 
teammates and the squad of Rangers. A large cry erupted from the hold 
as the Americans rose from the Pelican into the unforgiving 
winter . 

**Author's Note: Hit with a major case of Writer's Block. Big 
announcement! I'm going to rewrite the first chapter with original 
content and possibly beef it up a little, then it will be posted to 
Fict ionPress . The only reason I am doing this is to get a feel of the 
audience over there and what they expect out of an author. Think of 
it as a preview of what's to come. I will have the same pen name, 
title, and it will most likely be under the Sci-Fi/ Action section. 
Also, the poll is still up and only one person has voted. I will 



admit when I posted the poll I forgot to make it viewable on my 
profile and I take full responsibility, but that problem has been 
fixed. If you are coming in as a guest, I don't think you can vote 
unless you sign in. If the reason you didn't vote was because you did 
not see your favorite character, send me a message with the 
character's name and I will keep count. As always, leave a review, a 
favorite, and have a great day.** 


27. Where Others Failed 
**Chapter 27- Where Others Failed** 

The frozen ground crunched softly underneath each footstep taken. The 
men sprinted like rabid animals toward a feast. Slash watched as 
Pelicans delivered their cargo under hellish fire and continued to 
take a beating. The charging Rangers were beginning to take fire from 
the Russian MG nests surrounding the city. Several Rangers ahead of 
them fell dead or wounded and were being dragged away by their 
comrades. The guns mounted on the Warthogs spun up and spewed a 
deadly counterattack into the city. Warthogs began moving into 
positions to form a makeshift wall for the assaulting Rangers who 
opened fire with a combination of M392, MA37, and M247 fire. The 
straggling soldiers began sliding in next to their comrades and 
adding to their fire. Slash elbowed the Ranger next to him to get the 
soldier's attention, the shock from the blow caused the soldier to 
swivel around. 

"Where's the CO?" screamed Slash, trying to be heard over the 
chaos . 

"Don't know, I haven't seen him!" responded the soldier while 
reloading his rifle. "There's a PL over there you can talk to." he 
suggested motioning his head toward a group of Rangers. Slash headed 
toward the group while keeping his head down. He could hear the 
occasional casing bouncing off his armor as he rushed through the 
line. He slid in beside a stocky Ranger who glanced over to the 
operator . 

"Who's the PL here?" questioned the operator. One of the Rangers 
raised his hand from his M392 and motioned over to Slash. The 
operator shuffled over to the platoon leader and sat against the 
Warthog. The Ranger was a built, Af rican-American who had rolled up 
the sleeves on his uniform. The Ranger was also wearing a shemagh 
around his neck. "Where's your CO?" he asked again. The Ranger 
shrugged his shoulders before responding. 

"Never saw him make it off the Pel' !" The Ranger yelled. "I'm in 
charge of 3rd Platoon, Lieutenant Bennett." He did not bother 
offering his hand because he was too distracted by the bullets which 
whizzed over their position. 

"Where are those Scorpions?" A Ranger behind Bennett asked. Bennett 
began looking around for the tanks which would be providing the 
soldiers with cover. A few of the tanks began to lumber up to the 
line, but a couple more were still since their crews had been cut 
down by the hostile machine gun crews. Several Rangers began to jump 
into the tanks as substitutes. One Scorpion turned its turret toward 
a nest housed in an apartment complex and fired a shot. The large 
round made contact with the window and sent debris flying onto the 



ground below, obliterating the machine gun and its crew. 

"Let the tanks through!" Slash heard a soldier scream and turned 
around to find a Ranger motioning to the Warthog drivers to back up. 
Several Warthogs began to drive and make lanes for the Scorpions to 
roll through. Slash was comforted by the shrill squeaking of the tank 
tracks as Bennett orders the Rangers around him to get behind a tank 
for cover. Slash jumped up and began to run toward the tank and was 
joined by Murphy. 

"It's about time!" joked Murphy as he huddled close to the tank in 
order to avoid the barrage of bullets. A few Rangers popped up from 
their cover to respond to the Russian fire, but their bullets barely 
made a mark on the emplacement. 

"Anyone got a TD?" Bennett screamed his question at the Rangers 
nearby. One of the Rangers raised his hand, but quickly put it down 
in fear of having it shot off. 

"Cpl. Hanes, I pulled it off SSgt. Lester when he got his leg 
shredded." the soldier responded. The lieutenant motioned the soldier 
to hand him the designator. Hanes swung around and let his comrade 
dig around his pack. When the soldier found the designator he quickly 
tossed it to Bennett, who was already on the radio. 

"Tiger 3-3, prepare for lased target to the southeast." ordered 
Bennett as he caught the heavy, overgrown laser pointer. 

"Tiger 3-3 awaits laser." the tanker responded bringing his turrets 
to a ready. Bennett peered through the scope and aimed at the Russian 
position. Through the scope, he could see the crew feverishly 
reloading the heavy machine gun. Bennett held the trigger down, 
providing the Scorpion a fresh target. 

"Target lased, fire 50 cal. bursts." Bennett confirmed as the Rangers 
around the tank watched the turret slowly turn toward its 
target . 

"Tiger 3-3 confirms target, firing 50 cal. for effect." the gunner 
spoke as the tank's cannon came alive. Puffs of dust appeared around 
the window as the bullets hit their mark. Slash and Murphy watched as 
the tank continued to send volley after volley into the open window. 
Finally, a second Scorpion to the immediate right joined in and sent 
a round through the window and into the room. The shattered contents 
of the room spewed through the opening like a geyser. "Target has 
been eliminated. Moving up, you boys mind keeping the RPG's off 


"We will as long as you stay as our cover." Bennett replied as the 
tank lurched forward toward the canyon of apartment complexes. Slash 
quickly got on his radio to check on his unseen team. 

"D.J., Sledge? You guys alright?" Slash questioned over the 
radio . 

D.J. was quick to respond. "Yeah, boss, we're fine. We are moving 
into the city now." 

"Try to link up with us once we enter the city." Slash ordered before 
ending the transmission. 



"WILCO." the operative confirmed. The Rangers were now taking 
small-arms fire from the Russian soldiers in the street and upper 
floors of the apartments. Slash could even see a few civilians 
picking up firearms from fallen family members. The Ranger behind 
Bennett suddenly fell face-first into the asphalt after taking 
several bullets to the torso. Bennett and Slash quickly aimed around 
and found an enemy in a shop window to their right aim an AK at the 
group. They quickly dealt with him with a deadly volley sending the 
Russian sprawling on his back. 

"Start clearing the buildings!" screamed an officer. Rangers began 
kicking in doors left and right, a few were greeted with a trip mine. 
Suddenly, Slash saw his two comrades running side by side in search 
for cover. 

"D! Sledge!" the team leader screamed in order to grab the attention 
of his teammates. D.J. quickly turned his attention and then slapped 
Sledge on the back to grab his. The two ran over to their comrades 
and the team was reunited. 

"What's the plan?" D.J. asked, taking a knee beside the tank. Slash 
looked around to get an understanding of his surroundings. He was 
able to spot Bennett and a group of Rangers preparing to search a 
house . 

"Clearing an apartment." Slash ordered as he got up and ran over to 
the squad, his squad trailing closely. Murphy got in behind a 
sergeant in the lead and brought his shotgun to the ready. With the 
squeeze of his shoulder, the sergeant reared back his right leg and 
landed a blow near one of the hinges. The door buckled and fell to 
the ground with a loud thud. Murphy excitedly turned the corner and 
found one, startled Russian fumbling for his rifle. Murphy did not 
hesitate and blew the soldier back with a blast from the shotgun, the 
soldier's vest was no match against the buckshot as the pellets tore 
his flesh apart. The Russian slumped against the wall behind him as 
he slowly began to bleed. With the remaining strength he had, the 
mortally wounded Russian peered up at the invading Americans storming 
the staircase and a fully armored soldier walking toward him holding 
a knife. He could hear the man saying something as he approached, but 
he couldn't understand the words. The armored man kneeled in front of 
him and placed the cold blade to his throat. 

"In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti." Murphy uttered 
before quickly dragging the blade across the man's neck. Blood flowed 
from the fresh cut and soaked his dirty uniform. Murphy stood up, 
wiping the blade against his forearm. Slash had been in the 
background, watching Murphy's ritual with curiosity. 

"What was that, Murph?" Slash questioned causing Murphy to turn his 
head in the direction of his team leader. 

"It's the Saint's Prayer." he answered. "My father taught it to me 
when I was younger." Gunshots were heard upstairs, which caused the 
two operators to bring their guns to the ready. Several thumps were 
heard as a body flopped down the stairs. The Ranger who had fallen 
was grabbing his left shoulder and screaming in pain. A medic nearly 
tripped as he scurried down the stairs and pushed past the two 
operators on their way up. 



"Fuckin' Ivan!" screamed a Ranger as they huddled in the staircase 
under fire from the Russians on the second floor. 

"Frag out!" warned another as what looked like a small baseball was 
tossed over the handrail. The grenade went off with a resonating bang 
as several screams were heard. Rangers began to move to the second 
floor to check the rooms, observing the mutilated bodies. Bennett 
looked out the window near the top of the staircase toward the fights 
in the street. A strange noise was heard that sounded like a hiss, 
causing the lieutenant to turn around. He wasn't the only one to hear 
the noise since the other Rangers and the Deltas looked around, 
confused. The hiss began to get louder, until out of a dark room a 
female leapt for Bennett. She appeared almost like a zombie and acted 
like one as well. Bennett began to swing his rifle around, but the 
woman grabbed him and knocked the rifle away. When she opened her 
mouth, Bennett saw her teeth had been filed into tips and were soaked 
in blood. The female hung onto the lieutenant tightly like a vice 
grip . 

"Someone shoot this bitch!" screamed Bennett, but because the two 
were moving to erratically no one took the shot because they were 
afraid they would hit their platoon leader. Bennett tried to reach 
for his knife, except that the female's body was blocking his way. He 
was having a difficult time preventing the rabid soldier from sinking 
her teeth in for a brutal kill. Thinking quickly, Bennett made a fist 
and punched the nearby window with a crash. Grabbing a shard of the 
broken glass, he quickly thrust the glass into the woman's neck. The 
woman let out a shrill scream after being stabbed, but that did not 
stop her from biting into Bennett's neck. Bennett roared not out of 
pain but out of rage when the girl sunk her teeth into his flesh. In 
his rage, he stabbed the rabid woman repeatedly in the neck. 
"Motherfucking bitch!" Bennett screamed, pronouncing the syllables of 
his sentence with each stab. She held bite down, even as she began 
coughing up blood. It came to the point where it was hard to tell if 
the majority of the blood spilled was Bennett or the Russian's. 
Starting to pass out from the loss of blood, the girl loosened her 
bite. This gave Bennett the opportunity to strike, driving the glass 
shard deep into her neck and getting a grip on her shirt. Bennett 
finished off the zombie-like Russian by pushing her out the window. 
She shrieked as she fell onto the sidewalk and landed on the rubble. 
Even though the fall didn't kill her, Bennett knew she would be dead 
soon from the loss of blood. A medic ran over to inspect the bite 
marks on Bennett's neck. Bennett looked around at the shocked 
Rangers. "You boys alright?" he asked. They remained quiet until one 
in the back broke the silence. 

"We're more worried about you, sir." he said followed by the other 
Rangers agreeing. Bennett chuckled as the medic patched the 
wound . 

"This is nothing. You've never been in bed with my wife." he joked 
trying to lighten the mood. The Rangers and Deltas let out a hearty 
chorus of laughter. But the coming days would present nothing but 
dread and misery. But events elsewhere had even more impact on the 
battle for Saint Petersberg. 


28. Assassins 


**Chapter 28- Assassins** 



**Author's Note: Nailed 2,000 views and my summer classes are done. 
That being said I have a busy summer ahead of me. I will do my best 
to keep writing, but it will be difficult. Anyway, keep reading and 
the poll is still up. Murphy is currently in the lead with one vote. 
Let's show some love for the others.** 

Jaguar adjusted his baseball cap before rummaging through the black 
and white book bag on the messy bed, his blue eyes tracing through 
the contents of the bag. The apartment he and the team lived in was a 
rat hole, but it served its purpose. Jaguar finally found what he was 
looking for, a map of Moscow he had written some important notes on, 
such as walking patterns and common stops for the three officers they 
were tracking. Fortunately for them, they tended to eat in the same 
restaurants and even took the same staff car. He smoothed the map out 
across the bed and studied the notes he had made until the sound of 
footsteps entered the room. 

"There's a meeting tonight with some top officials, who remained 
unnamed. But all three targets will be traveling together." Viper 
informed reading off his report. Jaguar stuck his hands into the 
pockets of his jeans before turning around to face Viper. Viper at 
the moment was wearing a black hooded sweatshirt with blue jeans. His 
curly, red hair made the operator appear almost childish. 

"What time will the meeting be?" Jaguar questioned turning his 
attention back to the map. Viper moved to his leader's side and 
glanced down at the map. 

"1900, our targets will be taking this route." Viper explained, 
tracing a path which led several blocks away from a main 
intersection. "They do it to avoid traffic and also so Koshkin can, 
how do I put it, sow his wild oats before the meeting." he said, 
trying his best to sound regal. Jaguar shook his head before looking 
down at the map. 

"Eighty-year old married man humping a bunch of sluts so he isn't 
nervous during a meeting, what a character." Jaguar joked before 
turning his attention back to Viper. "Where will the state car be?" 
Viper pointed to a small parking deck about four blocks from the 
starting point. 

"The driver leaves around 1650 and arrives at the pickup point around 
1705." he said, once again tracing a path with his finger which led 
to a small parking area at the office where the officers worked. 
Jaguar nodded, slightly impressed with the information Viper had 
gotten . 

"Have Onyx and Wolf gotten their jobs?" Jaguar asked, beginning to 
fold the map. 

"Last I checked, today was both of their first days." informed Viper. 
With the map folded and away. Jaguar pulled his M6C from the bag and 
inspected it . 

"We've got some time to get ready. Go over your gear again. We can't 
fuck this up." Jaguar ordered as he aimed the sidearm at the opposite 
wall . 


**Four Hours Later** 



Josef grabbed his mug from the coffee maker and took a sip of the 
strong, black nectar. Satisfied with the brew, he exited the break 
room and headed down the room for the elevator. Three Russian 
officers tonight, drop-off and pick-up, it's going to be a long 
night, the driver thought. He took another sip as he ordered the 
elevator down. He listened for the beep, signifying each floor the 
lift reached. Shortly thereafter, the metal doors parted and Josef 
entered the elevator and pressed the lowest button, requesting the 
basement floor. He checked his watch and realized he might be late. 

He became impatient with the speed of the elevator as he tapped his 
right foot. Finally, the elevator came to a halt and the doors parted 
once more. Josef bolted out into the parking deck and toward his 
state car. Something felt peculiar though, as if he heard a second 
pair of footsteps. He ignored it, telling himself it was just an echo 
of his own footsteps as he unlocked the car. But the feeling did not 
go away as he felt someone's breath on the back of his neck. As he 
straightened up and started to turn around, Josef felt something go 
around his neck like a wire. He fell to the ground as he gasped for 
air, clutching at his neck. He tried to reach back and grab his 
assailant, but the person was just out of reach. Josef could do 
nothing except kick his feet and hope the person relented as his 
vision began fading away. Viper resisted the man and kept the wire 
tight around his neck. He listened as the driver exhaled softly and 
let his hands fall limp to his side. The operator quickly uncoiled 
the wire from around the victim's neck and dragged the man beside the 
car and quickly began to swap clothes. Finally when the process was 
finished. Viper opened the trunk, heaved the body inside, and slammed 
the trunk shut. Twirling the keys around, the operator opened the 
driver's door and seated himself behind the steering wheel. 

"I've got the car, Jag. Going to pick up the targets." he announced 
into his radio. A beep was heard followed by Jaguar's garbled 
voice . 

"Copy, let me know when you drop Koshkin off at the whore house. I'm 
in the process of getting my ride." responded the team 
leader . 

"Copy." Viper said before ending the conversation and starting the 
ignition. The state car came alive with a gentle purr as Viper 
gripped the steering wheel and put the vehicle in reverse. The car 
handled beautifully as Viper drove toward the pickup point, where he 
saw the three officers. He identified the older one as Koshkin. 
Koshkin was bald and fat, his dress blouse stretching over his 
protruding stomach. A slightly younger looking, taller officer stood 
next to him, much thinner and had short, blond hair. His square jaw 
jutted out as if the officer had an extreme under bite. Viper quickly 
identified this target as Davydov. Finally, a female officer stood 
furthest to the right. She was the shortest of the three, even with 
the heels she was wearing. She had long, brown hair and almost looked 
like a teenager. Schast livt sev. Viper thought, all three targets are 
here. But something was odd, Koshkin was on the phone and looked 
distressed. "Boss, all three targets are present. But, one of them is 
talking on the phone and doesn't look happy. Should I 
investigate? " 

Jaguar was quick to reply. "Negative, don't get too nosey. Also, 
speak Russian from here on out." 



viper pulled up next to the waiting officers and jumped out to greet 
them. "Izvinite chto ya opazdyvayu." he spoke hurriedly as he opened 
the doors for the Russians. 

Koshkin spoke with a grim voice which suggested years of smoking 
cheap cigarettes. "Rech' idet o vremeni kogda vy obnaruzhilsya . " When 
the officers were in the back seat. Viper slammed the door shut and 
rushed back to the driver's seat. Setting off, Koshkin leaned up to 
the front seat. "Vy znayete marshrut chtoby vzyat'?" 

"Da, ser" Viper responded as the general flopped back into his seat. 
The others gave Koshkin a look of disdain, disapproving of his 
habits. The rest of the ride was spent in silence as the officers 
went over several papers. It wasn't until they reached Koshkin's 
destination when Davydov spoke. 

"Staraytes' ne poymat ' lyubuyu veshch', vy bol'noy ublyudok." Davydov 
insulted his superior in a stern voice. Koshkin straightened out his 
blouse as he approached the club. Outside, Viper saw Onyx guarding 
the front door of the club like a statue. 

"Ya upal odin iz moikh passazhirov v strip-klube . " Viper announced 
into his radio. He once again continued the drive once he confirmed 
Koshkin had entered the club. There was no foot traffic on the 
sidewalks and only one car in front of him. As he crossed an 
intersection, he felt one of the officers hitting his shoulder. 

"Ey voditel ' ! Vy propustili povorot ! " screamed Schast livt sev . Viper 
peered into the rear view mirror and began to make a U-turn, until 
the sound of a shrill siren was heard. Panic set in as Viper saw the 
police cruiser behind him. Slowly, he pulled over and instantly began 
thinking about the body in the trunk. He could not hear the ramblings 
of the two Russians over his panicked thoughts. But when he saw the 
police officer walk up to the car. Viper began to calm down. The 
officer tapped on the window and ordered Viper to roll the window 
down. He complied and looked up at the man. 

"Litsenziya, pozhaluysta . " the officer ordered. Viper pulled out a 
small card from his pocket and handed it over, letting the officer 
inspect it. "Yest' 11 u vas passazhirov?" 

"Dva V spinu." Viper responded. The officer motioned him to roll down 
the rear window. The officer stood beside the window as the two 
Russians glared up at him. 

"Litsenziya, pozhaluysta." the officer ordered motioning to the 
passengers. Reluctantly, they both handed over a card similar to 
Viper ' s . 

"Vashe nachal ' stvo uslyshit ob etom." Davydov complained as the 
police officer looked over the cards and shook his head. 

Schast livt sev ' s look changed from one of disgust to 
concern . 

"Chto-to ne tak?" the lieutenant asked. The cop nodded before 
responding. Jaguar pulled his M6C from its holster and aimed at the 
officers before they even had time to respond. Time seemed to slow 
down as he pulled the trigger and the pistol sounded off with a snap. 
The bullet collided with the center of Davydov's chest and blood 
spewed from the wound as the general lurched back from the force of 



the shot. Schast livt sev began to scream but she was silenced when 
Jaguar sent a second shot through her neck. She was thrown back into 
her seat as her scream turned to a gurgle before her eyes rolled into 
the back of her head. Jaguar slowly bent over after the kills and 
picked up his shell casings, putting them away before walking back to 
the driver's window. 

"Listen, go back to the strip club and wait for Wolf to drop Koshkin. 
Then meet at RP Annie, we'll fix the bodies and dump them." he 
whispered to Viper while looking around, making sure no one had 
watched the act of murder. "You still have the driver?" Viper nodded 
waiting for Jaguar to give him permission. "Go back to Russian. Imet ' 
khoroshiy den', ser." Jaguar spoke as he waved Viper to move along. 
Viper complied and drove the car back down the path he had travelled. 
He finally reached the strip club, threw the car into park, and 
waited for Wolf. 

**Five minutes earlier** 

The music filled the dark room and nearly vibrated the hard floor. 

The only lights visible were a few lamps which gave off a blue tint. 
There was a row of long, golden poles that ran through the center of 
the club, each of the six poles being occupied by a girl scantily 
clad in some form of lingerie. The general practically stormed in 
before straightening his dress blouse and inspecting the girls before 
him. He turned his attention to the bar over to his right and walked 
in that direction. One of the girls on the end suddenly stopped to 
stare at this man. He had just ordered a drink as she studied him 
closely . 

"Vy luchshe tantsevat', yesli vy khotite lyubyye nalichnyye den ' gi . " 
one of the dancers said while looking at the girl who had stopped. 

She glanced at her fellow employee and then left the stage, heading 
for the man at the bar. When she got closer, the dancer noticed the 
Russian dress uniform. 

"Ty vyglyadish' nemnogo odinoko." the girl asked as the officer 
grabbed his drink. He looked at the dancer as if he was inspecting 
one of his men. 

"Ya ne uznayu vas . Vy novichok?" the officer asked leaning against 
the bar. The dancer nodded iin response. Koshkin looked around at the 
crowd. "Yesli ya dam vam nemnogo bol ' she deneg, vy budete vmeste so 
mnoy v spinu?" The dancer laughed at the proposal, which worried 
Koshkin slightly. 

"Da." she responded, holding back her laughter. Koshkin smiled as he 
took the girl by the hand and led her to a curtain which he pulled 
back, revealing a small, dimly lit room. He escorted the girl in and 
then closed the curtain behind them. Without alarming the customer, 
the dancer reached up and unplugged the security camera overlooking 
the loveseat. "Ya khochu, chtoby den ' gi na bochku." she said sternly, 
holding out her hand. Koshkin grunted as he pulled out his wallet and 
handed the girl and fistful of cash. He noticed her long, black hair 
and how her hazel eyes twinkled in the dim light. He began to take 
off his blouse and the girl trotted toward him. 

"0, ty gryaznaya devochka. B'yus' ob zaklad, vy byli problemy ottsa." 
he spoke as he struggled with his blouse. He watched as the girl 
reached behind her and grabbed something. Suddenly, she swung around 



and the general felt something pierce between his ribs. The sound of 
the music began fading as he heard her voice one last time. 


"Why would anyone want you, you disgusting slug?" Wolf uttered into 
the general's ear as his breathing slowed. He flopped into the 
loveseat as his head slumped back. Wolf put the dagger away and began 
putting Koshin back into his blouse. Once he was dressed, she slung 
his arm around her back and grunted as she picked up the body. 
Instantly, she stormed out of the room carrying the general on her 
shoulder. "Etot chelovek yavlyayetsya otvrat itel ' nym, p ' yanyy 
svin'ya! Ya ushel ! " she screamed at the top of her lungs, causing 
everyone in the club to turn their attention to her. Wolf then turned 
her attention to the owner of the club. "K chertu vse vashi 
shlyukh, ublyudok !" she screamed as she gave the man a death glare. 

As she stormed outside, the bouncer who was at the door followed 
close behind. The same state car which had dropped him off was 
waiting right by the sidewalk. 

"Did you get him?" Onyx whispered into Wolf's ear. 

Wolf held back laughter as she responded. "It didn't take much. Man's 
hornier than Mutt is." she joked as Onyx opened the car door, 
allowing Wolf to throw the body into the back seat. 

"Grab a taxi and meet at RP Annie. Once we meet there we fix and dump 
the bodies." Viper informed the two before driving off with the 
bodies. The bouncer hailed a taxi and the patrons in the club watched 
as both of them entered the taxi and left the scene. Everyone inside 
was still befuddled as to what had happened, and would have to 
speculate for years to come. 


29. A New Team 
**Chapter 29- A New Team** 

**Author's Note: So a friend of mine recently sent me a question: "I 
don't speak Russian. Can we get some translations?" The answer is 
yes. At the end of each chapter I will have a section which 
translates each of the phrases and some abbreviations. I'm choosing 
to put it at the end so I don't ruin the flow of the chapter. 
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give an aspiring author a little bit of the spotlight. A Girl on a 
Quest by dakuurufu99 is a Halo Eanfic I just came across. It's in the 
beginning stage, but I feel with some motivation and some help it 
will become a good story. Here's the link if you're interested: 
s/10528749/1/. Edit: Link does not work, just copy and paste. 

Sorry . * * 

The Pelican made a smooth landing as the operators in the cabin threw 
off the straps quickly before grabbing their gear and waiting for the 
ramp to lower. When it did, the team rushed out of the cabin and into 
the bustling camp. Activity in the camp was at an all-time high due 
to Operation Hammerblow. Soldiers were prepping for the call to head 
to the frontlines, supplies were being loaded, and wounded and dead 
were being unloaded. The operators watched solemnly as the body bags 
being taken off the Pelicans were being lined up in rows like a 
morning formation. The soldiers all at an eternal position of 
attention, waiting for an order they will never receive. This somber 
mood was quickly broken by a familiar noise. 



"Was that a dog?" Bear pondered as the operators glanced at each 
other. A second bark sounded as a German Shepard came full sprint 
from behind a tent and turned for its target. 

"Hey, it's Buster!" shouted Ute as he quickly took a knee and opened 
his arms. Shadow smiled as the dog ran into Ute ' s arms and then 
turned his attention to the other operators. It's good to have a 
little distraction, he thought. The overjoyed dog pawed Shadow's leg, 
begging for his attention. The team leader squatted beside the dog 
and rubbed him behind the ear, until the meeting was broken up by the 
dog ' s owner . 

"I see you boys made it out of Africa in one piece." the owner 
exclaimed, causing the dog to dart his head back to his owner. Shadow 
also turned his attention to the voice and found an operator standing 
beside the same tent the dog had emerged from. He was lean, tall, and 
was wearing the Air Assault armor variant. Shadow stood as the dog 
ran back to his handler. 

"Well if it isn't Samuel. How are you doing?" Bear asked the 
operator. Samuel was the team leader of Quebec Team and had 
considered transferring to Zulu to take over as team leader when Mom 
retired . 

"Not too bad." Samuel answered in a heavy Midwestern accent as he 
bent over to rub Buster's head. "Got back yesterday from Japan after 
being part of the QRF for the 1st Marine Division. Those ChiComs are 
not giving up land easily." 

"Why did you get pulled back?" Ute asked as he lifted his gear onto 
his back. Samuel's expression changed to one of disbelief as he 
looked at Zulu. 

"Didn't you guys hear?" he questioned the team as if they were a 
group of elementary school kids. "Irish Team retired and a new team 
is being established. Collins sent them here for training before they 
get sent to OP Westchester. They arrived maybe ten minutes ago, but 
there was a message sent to everyone at Khan." Shadow shook his head 
as Samuel began to calm down. "Anyway, Collins wants to talk to us 
about the newbies." Samuel explained as he motioned to the other 
operators to follow him, who obliged the request. The dog stayed 
close to his handler as he entered a small, two-story command center. 
Samuel entered the building as Shadow held the door open for his 
teammates before being lead into a room by Samuel. Inside the dimly 
lighted room were a large monitor and the other three members of 
Quebec: Tramp, the heavy gunner. Lightning, the engineer, and Sloth, 
the sniper. Tramp wore HAZQP armor. Lightning wore EOD armor, while 
Sloth donned the JFO armor variant. They turned their attention to 
the door when the five other operators entered. "Has he called?" 
Samuel asked as soon as he entered the room. Tramp crossed his arms 
before responding. 

"Not yet." Tramp responded in a deep, scratchy voice. "I think we 
should go ahead and call him." 

Samuel nodded. "Good idea." He pointed to the soldier in the back who 
had authority over the controls. "Jennings, call Collins' office at 
Hood. I want a direct and secure line, the access code is 
5-8-6-Bravo . " The soldier got busy entering the numbers and in an 



instant the large monitor showed Collins at his desk. He hurriedly 
put something which at a glance looked like a phone away in a drawer. 
He then held his hands together and looked into the camera. 

"It's good to see you all completed your missions." he congratulated. 
But Shadow noticed something, the general seemed a little more uneasy 
than usual. It was as if he was trying to hide something. Shadow 
shook off the feeling, he contributed the general's uneasiness to the 
stress of having several teams in the field and having two on the 
front lines. "How is Sword's operation going?" The soldier in the 
back responded to the question quicker than the operators 
could . 

"The last message we received from Jaguar was the op was being 
executed today, sir." the soldier replied confidently. The general 
gave a simple nod before turning his attention back to the two 
teams . 

"There are two subjects I want to address you on. First, Yankee Team 
will be stationed at Camp Khan for three weeks in order to receive 
additional training. Kingpin is their team leader, so he will receive 
advice from the team leaders. Axle is their engineer, once again he 
will go to the engineers for advice. Ruby is the sniper, she goes to 
the snipers for answers. Finally, Jester is the heavy. Heavies will 
answer his questions. It's simple and stupid. Also, I don't want any 
hazing. These rookies are your family, treat them as such." The 
operators tried to hold back their disapproval, but it showed as 
Collins continued. "Secondly, there has been some unrest in Germany. 
Pro-Russian militants have rallied and are trying to secede. We might 
have another battle between East and West Germany on our hands." 

Sloth quickly interrupted. 

"So we're looking at another Cold War?" the sniper asked with a 
slight. New Yorker accent . Collins' look of uneasiness increased from 
the question. 

"Most likely. Nightmare Team has been sent to Berlin. But expect some 
ops around Germany. We need her as an ally. That is all." Collins 
explained before pressing a button near his screen, ending the call. 
The men stood and looked at each other for a minute before Ute 
spoke . 

"You know, he's in Texas and we're in Spain. How much will he know?" 
The other operators glanced at Ute before the mood was switched and 
idea was born. 

"Lightning, grab a pair of clippers. We need to evaluate these 
rookies . " 

**One hour later** 

The seven operators strode down the hallway of the barracks before 
finally reaching their destination. Bear took a position in front of 
the door before kicking it open with a bang. The noise was so loud 
and sudden, the three operators inside the room turned their 
attention to the door. They watched as the men entered their room and 
lined the wall. They were all wearing Multi-Cam uniforms and were 
cleaning their rifles. Mutt glanced at them, noticing their facial 
features. One had blonde hair, while the other two had brown hair. 

Two were Caucasian, the other looked Hispanic. The one with blonde 



hair had a round jaw, another had a small jaw, while the third had a 
somewhat square jaw. 

"So you boys are the new team?" Shadow questioned the three. They 
nodded in response. "Well, have we got a surprise for you." Shadow 
chuckled as the other operators slowly closed in on the recruits. 
Several bangs and scratches echoed through the barracks, causing 
soldiers to cease work and investigate the noise. Suddenly, two 
operators burst from a room carrying one of their own. The rookies 
screamed in protest as they were filed out of their room and into the 
showers, where three chairs and a long table awaited them. Lighting 
stood behind the chairs holding a pair of wireless hair clippers. The 
rookies were thrown down into the chairs and taped down. 

"Give them a nice sheering. Lightning!" screamed Samuel as Lightning 
turned the clippers on and the buzzing accompanied the protests. 

Tufts of hair fell as Lightning shaved the rookies one by one. Once 
the hair had been removed and the operators were humiliated, three 
bottles were placed in front of the rookies. Inside these bottles 
were two liters of whiskey and the unit's insignia. 

"You've got ten minutes to drink the contents of this bottle and 
claim your insignia." Shadow announced with a grin. "Welcome to the 
club. " 

**There was one abbreviation in this chapter. It was QRF, which 
stands for Quick Reaction Force. Their job is to standby and if 
reinforcements are needed, they go in. ** 


30. The Bear Attacks 
**Chapter 30- The Bear Attacks** 

The cold wind blew through the city, seeking out every crevice it 
could find. Most of the city had been destroyed during the two days 
of brutal fighting. The only structures which remained undamaged were 
two churches. In one of the bell towers, a single gun barrel 
protruded from the edge. 

"Any activity, D?" Slash questioned over the radio, his voice 
crackling from the static. 

"Apart from the sporadic gunfire, nothing." the sniper responded as 
he scanned the landscape through his scope. The grey land seemed dull 
and lifeless compared to the thriving city which used to stand in the 
same spot. 

"Check your HUD to see if you can spot us." Slash ordered as D.J. 
reached back to retrieve his helmet. Once he thrust on the helmet, 
D.J. activated the helmet's HUD and began to glance around. He 
watched as data was being uploaded; until finally two, glowing blue 
triangles appeared below him around sixty to seventy yards 
away . 

"Got two of you, where's the third?" D.J. asked as he continued his 
search for his third teammate. 


"Murphy went to grab some Rangers and something else." responded the 
team leader with a grunt. A thin, red laser streaked across the 



sniper's HUD, connecting one of the triangles to a nearby house. "Can 
you see my laser?" 

The sniper set his sights on the three-story, heavily damaged house. 
"Got it." the sniper replied. Out of the corner of his eye, D.J. 
watched as seven more triangles approached the two operators. "Seven 
coming up behind you." he said, informing Slash of the friendly 
presence. Slash and Sledge had taken cover behind a large pile of 
rubble in front of the house, almost 100 yards from their target. 
Their armor was covered in ash, giving them a ghost-like appearance. 

A third body swiftly slid in behind Slash and hit the rubble pile 
with a thud and sending ashes into the air. 

"Got some Rangers and a little bit of liquid courage." Murphy spoke 
with joy as he held a bottle containing a clear liquid, which sloshed 
around as the Irishman shook the bottle in front of his comrades. Six 
more bodies joined them, all with the same sooty appearance. 

"Who's the team leader?" one of the Rangers asked. The soldier was 
instantly grabbed by his vest and dragged by Slash. The Ranger soon 
came face to face with the shark-toothed visor. 

"I am. Who are you?" Slash growled as Murphy removed his helmet and 
pulled the cork out of the bottle with his teeth, making a deep 

' pop ' . 

"I'm SSgt. Petrone, this is what's left of my squad." the squad 
leader replied with a Jersey accent . He motioned to the other Rangers 
behind the pile. Murphy tapped his team leader on the shoulder with 
the bottle after taking a drink. Slash accepted the drink, lifting up 
his helmet briefly to put the opening to his lips. He felt the vodka 
burning down his throat as he swallowed, the feeling warmed him and 
protected him briefly from the cold. Lowering his helmet. Slash 
handed the bottle over to Sledge. The heavy took the same approach, 
lifting his helmet to consume the alcohol. The relay went back to 
Murphy, who took one last sip before corking the beverage. 

"Gonna save some for you, D." Murphy announced as he donned his 
helmet once again. 

"Okay, listen up." Slash said, grabbing everyone's attention. "A UAV 
with thermal has spotted a couple of Russian squads in that building. 
I know that's not many, but for some reason the Ruskies have pulled 
back deep into the city. Now we aren't taking prisoners, we kill 
everything in there. Hooah?" The Rangers nodded in response and began 
looking over their weapons. 

"Boss, two soldiers moving out the back. Should I engage?" D.J. 
intervened as Slash saw two Russians armed with assault rifles 
running away from the group. He came to the conclusion that they were 
not a threat and it meant two less Russians to deal 
with . 

"Negative." Slash responded leaning against the rubble again, pulling 
out the magazine from his M392. The magazine was full and felt heavy, 
so he reinserted the ammunition and then checked spare magazines. He 
found he had seven more magazines, plenty for the fight ahead. He was 
about to give the order, when he heard two new and strange noises. 
From inside the house, he heard cheering. Then, he could have sworn 
he heard jet engines. Slash's radio came to life, but the static was 



so bad he could not make out a single word. Not long after that, the 
anti-air batteries at the edge of the city opened fire. Slash watched 
as the tracers filled the skies and then disappeared into the clouds. 
The others watched the deadly fireworks display as well until D.J. 
once again interrupted. 

"The Russians just exited the building, boss." informed D.J. with a 
tone of panic in his voice. "But, they ' rea€ 1 they ' re cheering. What 
the hell are they cheering about?" Slash peered above the rubble and 
saw what D.J. was describing. Fifteen Russians standing in front of 
the house, cheering on something or someone the Americans were 
unaware of for the most part. He could hear them chanting something, 
a battle cry. 

"Napadeniya medvedya ! " the Communists continued to chant. Only that 
one phrase, over and over again, screamed with the passion of a mad 
man. Slash then realized the second noise was exactly what he thought 
it was and it sent chills down his spine. As if God himself had every 
event planned to the fraction of a second, the static on the radio 
ceased and the cry for help was heard crystal clear. 

"Open fire on those transports! Take them down!" screamed the 
panicked soldier on the other end. "Ah shit! Radar's showing over a 
hundred of them! It's an invasion!" Slash watched in horror as the 
silhouettes of the fat transports filled the sky. He was quickly 
brought back down to earth by his engineer. 

"Do we engage, bro?" Murphy questioned as the Captain turned his 
attention to the elated Russians outside the house. 

"Open fire." Slash commanded with disgust in his voice. 

"Smoke 'em!" Petrone screamed as the guns of the Americans blazed. 

The Russians were shocked about the assault, they had no time to 
react as the deadly volley slammed into the crowd. Blood painted the 
wall behind them like a mural of carnage. It stained the snow and 
ashes they stood on like ink on a fresh canvas. When the firing 
stopped and the air fell silent, every soldier who stood in front of 
the house lied on the ground and had not fired a single shot. Slash 
surveyed the scene before getting on his radio. 

"Dasher, this is Icarus 1-3." Slash spoke, breathing heavily. 

"This is Dasher. What do you need Icarus 1-3?" the radio operator 
asked. Slash swallowed a mouthful of air before speaking 
again . 

"Send a message to General Collins: The Russians have outmaneuvered 
us. They were not retreating, they were gathering an invasion force. 
Get the garrisons and the QRFs up and running now." the team leader 
ordered . 

"I will relay him that message immediately. Dasher out." 

"Copy that. Slash out." the operator responded before turning back to 
his comrades. 


"What the fuck does 'Napadeniya medvedya' mean?" questioned Petrone. 
Murphy was quick to respond. 



"It means 'The bear attacks' and that's exactly what the Russians are 
doing . " 

**Author's Note: I know that was a quick turnaround, but I have had 
this chapter in my head for a while. Hopefully I don't have that many 
errors in this chapter, but we shall see. Also, school starts up 
again in about a month. I really hope to have this story done by 
later this year or early next year and then "Red Rifles" will begin. 
Once again, thank you to all the readers and reviewers. You guys keep 
me going . * * 

** (Napadeniya medvedya)= Russian for "The Bear attacks"** 


31 . Red Alert 
**Chapter 31- Red Alert** 

The team sat carelessly at the wooden park bench that was outside the 
command center. Three of them were enjoying their lunch, but Bear had 
given up on his meal and was focusing on his laptop instead. 

"What's the news like today. Bear?" Ute questioned with a mouthful of 
his sandwich. Bear continued to study the monitor before 
responding . 

"Same ol ' shit. Stock markets down, unrest in Germany, just 
depressing crap." the heavy responded scratching his smooth head. 
"But, hey, check this out. Tomorrow, a commercial shuttle will be 
launching from Cape Canaveral. It will be carrying two hundred 
passengers along with more supplies for colonization. Where do you 
think there headed?" he asked, looking up at his teammates. Shadow 
began to nod incessantly as he tried to chew the chicken he had just 
taken a bite of. Finally, he swallowed the meat and answered the 
question . 

"Probably Reach or Harvest." the team leader responded before taking 
another bite of the fried chicken. 

"Do you think we'll ever go to another planet?" Ute continued to 
interrogate . 

"Why the hell would I want to go to another planet?" Shadow chuckled. 
"Who knows what the fuck is on those planets?" The others then began 
to poke fun at their team leader. 

"Shadow's probably scared of aliens and their 'pew pew' guns." Mutt 
snorted as he used his imagination to produce a laser rifle and fire 
at Shadow, making his own sound effects. Bear decided to butt in on 
the roasting. 

"Shadow's not afraid of any alien warrior. He's afraid of the alien 
women." Bear joked pointing a finger at his lieutenant. "He's afraid 
of meeting one, making a trans-species baby, and then getting some 
sort of alien STD." The team howled as Shadow waved off Bear's 
remarks . 


"Hey, I don't want some sort of disease that makes my cock shrivel up 
and then fall off into little bits of ash." the team leader remarked. 
Mutt and Ute continued to howl as Bear shook his head and smiled. The 



laughter was cut short suddenly by a shrill alarm sounding through 
the base. "Sounds like our lunch break is over, boys." he remarked as 
left his seat and headed for the barracks. The other operators stood 
up and did the same, but things seemed more hurried and panicked than 
usual. Shadow picked up the pace as he rushed back to the barracks. 
His team followed as Shadow burst through the door and found Quebec 
already heading for the door, fully armored. 

"Get your shit on and get to the Command Center!" Samuel ordered 
"Collins has some news for us." They continued out the door as the 
members of Zulu rushed to their rooms and threw their armor on in a 
hurry. Rushing for the command center and pushing by hurried 
soldiers, they finally entered the conference room where Quebec was 
waiting with Collins on the screen. 

"Bad news, Russians were able to gather two invasion forces and are 
now going to attack on two fronts." informed the general. "They 
appear to be hitting three targets." He was interrupted by 
Samuel . 

"How are two invasion forces hitting three targets?" the team leader 
asked. Collins appeared slightly agitated by the sudden question, but 
he continued and managed to answer Samuel's question. 

"The larger of the two invasion forces has split up. Intelligence is 
predicting their targets will be Germany, Britain, and the West coast 
of America." 

"Are there any units in the area which can reinforce those targets?" 
Shadow questioned. The general replied by nodding. 

"National Guard and Reserve units are already being mobilized. I have 
also received word that British and German units are massing as well. 
I'm pulling Icarus back to reinforce in Britain, Sword will be with 
Quebec on the western seaboard. Nightmare is already in Germany, and 
I'm sending Zulu on a separate mission. Sword is on their way home 
and they should arrive within two hours. Samuel, you and your men are 
dismissed until further notice." The operator nodded and led his team 
out of the room while Zulu stayed behind for their orders. "This 
mission is extremely critical. Your target will be arriving in 
Johannesburg in three days to discuss matters with the South African 
President. Its hostile territory, but you will have assistance from 
Liberty Party rebels." Ute had his hand raised before Collins had 
finished his sentence, but the operator waited until his commander 
had finished before asking his question. 

"Why are we headed to Africa instead of Germany to help Nightmare?" 
the engineer questioned. The general casually leaned back in his 
office chair. 

"The reason is because this target is of utmost importance." Collins 
replied . 

"Permission to ask who the target is?" Shadow asked. Collins paused 
and took a deep breath. 

"Your target is the Russian Prime Minister." Once the words came out 
of Collins' mouth. Shadow felt numb. They were assassinating the 
biggest political threat to the Alliance, his death would almost 
assure the end of the war. "I want you boys ready for liftoff 



tomorrow morning. Understood?" 


"Yes, sir." Shadow replied, still in shock. Collins nodded and 
proceeded to end the call. Shadow turned to face his teammates, who 
Shadow hoped were as shocked as he was . 

"Grab your gear and let's hit the prep room." Shadow ordered as he 
headed for the exit. Ten minutes later, the four operators stood over 
a table and began laying their gear out. Bear inspected his SAW, 
while Mutt loaded rounds into the magazines. Ute looked up at the 
focused sniper then looked over to his team leader standing beside 
him, who was inspecting the scope on his M932 . 

"Hey boss." Ute spoke, breaking the silence. Shadow glanced up at 
Ute, but then turned his attention back to his gear. "You remember 
that creed you wrote?" Shadow nodded but remained silent. "I don't 
think Mutt's ever heard. Have you ever heard Shadow's creed?" Ute 
asked. Mutt shook his head in response. "Go ahead and give him the 
creed, LT . " Shadow sighed and put down his work. 

"It's crappy. I hated it when I wrote it." Shadow complained, but Ute 
continued to badger him. "Fine. You better listen. Mutt. I'm doing 
this just once." Shadow took a deep breath before continuing. "What 
does a name mean? The name I bear means I am a proud warrior." The 
room fell quiet as the other three stopped their work. "It means I am 
a cut above the rest. But, I did not receive this name, I earned it. 

I gave sweat, blood and tears for this name. I will continue to shed 
for this name. I will honor this name I have earned. I will take this 
name beyond the grave to the Gates of Heaven and Hell. The name I 
bear will echo and will terrify all who oppose what I stand for. So 
what does my name mean? It means I am a Delta Force operator." The 
room stayed silent after Shadow had finished. Bear finally picked his 
SAW up again. 

"Don't quit your day job just yet." Bear teased causing Mutt and Ute 
to burst into laughter. 

"Fuck off. I told you I hated it when I wrote it. Damn." Shadow fumed 
as he resumed his inspection. Mutt wiped away a tear before he could 
speak . 

"Maybe I could come up with a better creed." he joked. 

"Two hundred bucks and a handle of whiskey says you can't come up 
with a better one by the end of the war." Shadow commented offering 
his hand to Mutt. Mutt quickly took the bet. 

"Deal. We'll see who's laughing when we march on the Kremlin." Mutt 
continued to joke. For now, the shock Shadow had felt when he heard 
the mission had vanished deep into his subconscious . But he felt 
another feeling that had been getting stronger by the second as he 
looked at his teammates busy at work, a feeling of remorse. 


32 . Striking the Match 
**Chapter 32- Striking the Match** 

**Author's Note: So, this story is winding down and Red Rifles is 
about to get rolling. I really hope you guys are enjoying the story 



so far. Remember to leave a review telling what you think. Hope you 
guys have a great day. I was going to advertise another story, but 
the author has taken it down unfortunately. The author's name is 
papapa and he is a cadet at Fork Union Military Academy. I know 
plenty about this school since I am a grad of Fishburne Military 
School, which is not very far from Fork Union. Also, my poll is still 
up and Murphy is still winning with one vote. Are you happy, Chris? 
Anyway, leave a review and have a great day. ** 

The sniper set up his bipod on the window and aimed the rifle for his 
target. "Mutt, the target is going to be in the Hilton in 
approximately four minutes. You copy?" Shadow asked over the radio. 
Mutt brought his radio to his mouth. 

"WILCO." Mutt responded as he set his sights on the hotel and watched 
the customers as they continued with their vacation or workday. A 
second rifle was set beside Mutt's, an SR-78. 

"You think you can take a shot on Ivan's head?" Ute questioned 
sarcast ically . Mutt smirked as he continued his surveillance. 

"Shadow, where are the LPR's locations?" 

"They have a sniper set up in the stock exchange and once Mutt can 
confirm Fedotov has arrived. Captain Du Plessis wants to send his men 
in." Shadow answered with a tone of disappointment when he explained 
what the rebel's plans were. 

"You two in the Sun yet?" Ute continued to ask. 

"Yep, I got you two on HUD. Tell Mutt to look out for flags on the 
cars." the team leader responded once again. Mutt shuffled an inch 
closer to his scope and then adjusted the netting he used to hide his 
lens glare. "Hey Mutt." the sniper lifted his head slightly before 
Shadow continued. "Try and take his head off before those rebels can 
get to him." Mutt turned his attention back to his scope and waited 
for the state cars to arrive. 

"Mind setting up the defenses, Ute?" Mutt kindly asked. Without a 
word, Ute left his position and locked the door and straight bolt. He 
then set up a heartbeat sensor in the bathroom, which had a range of 
fifty feet. Ute checked it and saw no signs of hostility. Finally as 
a last defense, Ute set up a claymore beside the door and made his 
way back to the position. He sat back down and checked his HUD to see 
if the sensor was working. 

"Guys, I got the heart beat sensor linked up to everyone's HUD. I 
want you guys to do a check to see if its running." the engineer 
ordered. Mutt began going over his HUD and found a small tab in the 
upper right. When he took a closer look, he found about eight blue 
signatures near him and one white signature. Each of the signatures 
was represented with a blip each time the sensor detected a 
heartbeat . 

"Confirmed, got the signal." Shadow replied, quickly followed by 
Bear . 

"Signal is crystal. We'll try and keep an eye on it for you." said 
Bear, Ute glanced over to the sniper for a confirmation. 


"You got the signal?" Ute calmly asked. Mutt simply nodded and turned 



his attention back to his scope. Suddenly the sniper noticed a glare 
and when he aimed his rifle to investigate, he found it had come from 
the hotel adjacent to the target's hotel. "See anything?" Ute asked. 
Mutt thought for a second, but then ruled out any threat. 

"It was just a car's mirror in the sunlight." Mutt replied, turning 
his attention back to the Prime Minister's intended location. Three 
state cars arrived not a minute too late and Mutt began sweeping each 
one through his scope. "I got eyes on three state cars. Should I 
engage when I see the Prime Minister?" 

"Not yet. I got the Captain in my ear, yelling about how his sniper 
will deal with him." Shadow sighed as Mutt observed the passengers 
exiting their vehicles. A realization instantly struck Mutt like a 
wave . 

"The Prime Minister wasn't in any of those cars." Mutt informed the 
team. The same glare in the exact same spot shined. "Tell Du Plessis 
to pull his sniper back now!" But before Shadow could ask a single 
question, a shot rang out and a tracer round was spotted entering the 
stock exchange where the rebel sniper was set up. 

"Mutt, that was an S99. Did you fire?" Shadow questioned over the 
radio. Mutt ignored his target building and went on a search for the 
enemy sniper. 

"Negative. Whoever took the shot was aiming for the rebel sniper." 
Mutt responded. "They took the shot from another hotel." Mutt pulled 
out a map and began reviewing it. "The shot came from The Maslow 
Hotel. Ute keep a lookout for the Prime Minister or his state car." 
Ute nodded and then adjusted his rifle. Mutt found no evidence of any 
snipers in the area where he had spotted the glare. 

"Could this be Spetznaz?" Shadow asked. 

"No, you know how Spetz love their Levinov's. I think this is a hired 
gun." the sniper replied scanning the windows. 

"So we now have an assassin out here?" Shadow began to complain. 

Ute ' s news only made Shadow angrier. 

"Boss, I have a fourth state car exiting the rear of the building." 
Ute informed his team leader. "Permission to engage?" Shadow took 
longer than usual to reply, meaning he was on the radio with the LPR. 
Finally, the lieutenant broke radio silence. 

"Negative, the rebels are moving in on the hotel." Shadow replied as 
Ute watched the rebels approaching through his scope. A single shot 
rang out, the rebels flinched at the shot and watched one of their 
men fall to the ground like a ragdoll. Ute listened to Mutt cursing 
the enemy sniper under his breath. The sound of propellers then made 
the rebels below scramble, confusing Mutt and Ute as to why they 
would run so easily. Two Russian VTOLs flew low over the buildings 
and then landed in front of the target hotel. Ute then began to count 
the armored monstrosities. 

"LT, we got seven!" Ute screamed into his radio. 


"Fucking Spetz! Open fire!" barked Shadow. But before Ute could fire 
a shot, a bullet ripped through the curtain and impacted the wall 



behind them. Mutt and Ute were sent scrambling for cover as the round 
whizzed by. The gunfire below meant the enemy operatives had engaged 
the rebels. "You hit?" 

"Nah, we're good boss." Mutt responded, trying to catch his breath. 
Taking one more deep breath. Mutt popped out of cover and began 
scanning the windows again. He caught a glimpse of a figure and 
opened fire, but the figure moved before the bullet could impact. 

Mutt went back into cover and began thinking of a plan. But to him, 
there was no other option. "There are only two ways of getting out of 
here, Ute." Mutt spoke, causing the engineer to slowly look over to 
him. "Either we kill them or they kill us." Ute nodded and then 
popped out of cover to take a shot at the advancing operatives. 

**10 hours later** 

The pile of brass at their feet had multiplied by the hour and now 
chimed with every slight movement. Both had nearly spent their ammo 
and were on the brink of exhaustion. The holes in the room were many 
and the curtains had been ripped to shreds. They knew the Russians 
were on their doorstep from the sounds of the gunfire and they were 
ready. They also knew the enemy sniper had to be in the same 
condition, if not dead. 

"When's that VTOL coming. Shadow?" Ute questioned as he took a drink 
from his canteen. 

"Don't know. They are evacuating the hotel now." Shadow responded. 
Mutt shook his head as Ute checked his current magazine. 

"Well tell them to hurry the fuck up." Ute said stating his 
impatience. Mutt rested his head against the wall and closed his 
eyes, trying to get some rest in the chaos. His rest was interrupted 
by an ominous sound, a soft beep. The two operators stared at each 
other as the three red dots approached their door. They each grabbed 
a DMR and aimed at the door, they started to hear the chatter in 
Russian and the sounds of their footsteps. Each step sounding like a 
heartbeat, one beat closer to death. Mutt gripped his rifle as he 
waited for the Russians to barge in. The footsteps ended and after a 
few seconds were replaced with the crunch of the door being kicked 
in. The first Russian charged in and was instantly greeted by the 
claymore. He was sent into the wall by the explosion which tore his 
body apart. Mutt and Ute opened fire on the helpless soldier standing 
in the doorway. The Russian stood no chance against the hail of 
bullets as he dropped against the adjacent wall, blood pouring from 
his wounds. Mutt saw one more red blip refusing to enter, but also 
heard whimpering. He motioned to Ute as he reached for his katana. 
"Hey, we won't hurt you. Just come out and put your gun down. We'll 
let you go." Ute proposed as Mutt unsheathed the sword with a sharp 
screech . 

"You're lying!" the female screamed, still sobbing. Mutt began to 
estimate where the girl stood in relation to the monitor. 

"Listen honey, we want out of this as much as you do. Just come out 
and put your gun down. Look, I'll drop mine." Ute said as he dropped 
his sniper, but kept his DMR at the ready. 


"How can I trust you? You Americana€ 1 .pig!" she continued, struggling 
for the last word in her insult. Mutt placed the katana against the 



drywall, preparing for the kill 


"I'm a man of my word." Ute reassured the girl. Ute watched a hand 
holding an AK extending into the doorway. 

"Okaya€lI'm dropping my weapon. Threea€ 1 Twoa€ 1 " she said, but her 
words were cut off by the sound of Mutt's katana piercing through the 
drywall. The only sound heard after were the sound of a young girl 
choking and a weapon dropping. Mutt pulled the sword back and both 
listened as the girl's body hit the ground. Ute ran outside and found 
the girl clutching at her throat in a hopeless attempt to stop the 
bleeding, and trying to breath. Ute stood over the body, placing his 
DMR on the girl's forehead. 

"Sorry darling, but you know how things are." Ute softly spoke before 
a final shot sounded ending the soldier's life. "Grab the rifles 
Mutt. Boss, three Spetz are down." Ute reported as Mutt tossed him 
his SR-78 and then took the radio off the girl's body. 

"Copy, do not engage the Spetz unless they are alone. Meet us at the 
lobby of the Sun." Shadow ordered as Ute tried to work the elevator, 
but it had been shut off. 

"There's a lone one on the fourth floor according to the radio. Let's 
take the stairs." Mutt suggested as he opened the door to the 
staircase. They both hurried down the flight of steps, passing 
frantic civilians curious of the operators and overall commotion. 

When they reached the fourth floor door, they halted. 

"Anything new?" Ute asked. Mutt shook his head in response. "Alright, 
let's get this show on the road." he said as he checked the door. But 
as he did, the heavy door flew open and slammed Ute ' s arm into the 
wall. A loud pop sounded and Ute let out a bloodcurdling scream. The 
Russian raised his AK, but was too slow as Mutt pumped three rounds 
into the soldier. The enemy crumbled to the ground like a doll, while 
Mutt ran over to Ute who had taken a knee and was holding his right 
arm. "It's fucking broken." he whined as Mutt inspected the 
disfigured shoulder. 

"It's just a dislocation. You'll be good, brother." Mutt tried to 
reassure Ute. "Now let's get going before those last three find us." 

A loud explosion was heard as Mutt picked the engineer off his knee. 
Mutt knew this was the VTOL destroying the enemy sniper's position. 
Good riddance, he thought. The last four floors were uneventful, but 
they could hear the other Russians in pursuit. In good time, they met 
the rest of the team in the Sun's lobby. Shadow looked over Ute ' s 
injury and pushed the engineer against a wall, causing Ute to grunt 
with pain. Mutt also took part in holding him and removing his 
helmet, showing Ute looking at the injured shoulder and gritting his 
teeth . 

"Okay, this is gonna hurt buddy." Shadow told Ute as he grabbed Ute ' s 
arm and placed his left hand and Ute ' s ribs. The final preparation 
was made when Bear placed a pen in Ute ' s mouth for him to bite. 

"Okay, we go on three. Onea€ 1 Three ! " Shadow yelled as he pulled on 
Ute ' s arm, causing Ute to let out a muffled scream as he bit down on 
the pen in agony. Like before, a pop was heard and Shadow let go of 
the engineer's arm. The pen dropped from Ute ' s mouth as he nursed the 
arm. "Better?" 



"Yeah, thanks LT . " Ute whined as he grabbed his DMR from Mutt and 
then picked his helmet off the ground. 


"Is the mission still a go?" Bear asked, shouldering his SAW. Shadow 
nodded as he brought his MA37 to the ready. 

"We came here to have a word with the Prime Minister. Let's go have a 
nice, friendly get together." Shadow ordered as the team prepped to 
deliver a punishing blow to the Russian population. 

**Second Author's Note: So the two abbreviations used were "WILCO" 
and "VTOL" . WILCO is jargon for Will Comply, basically saying yes. 
VTOL stands for Vertical Take Off and Landing, a modern day example 
of this is the British Harrier or the Osprey. Also if you are 
wondering about my use of locations, I do use Google Maps for a rough 
estimation of areas and landmarks. This means landmarks are not 100% 
accurate, but they are close. ** 


33. Surf and Turf 
**Chapter 33- Surf and Turf ** 

**January i5****th****, 2552; 1830** 

**Los Angeles, California** 

Fires lit the streets as several figures moved along the sidewalk. A 
dog's bark turned their attention to a house, where the same dog was 
pawing at a glass door. The armored men ran over to see what the dog 
had spotted. One of them kneeled beside the dog. 

"What have you got, Buster?" Samuel asked, the dog continued to whine 
and looked up at its master. "Get the door open. Tramp." he ordered, 
motioning to the heavy gunner. Tramp obeyed and slid the glass open 
by pushing it aside with his left hand, keeping his SAW at the ready 
in his right. In a flash, the dog ran into the house and continued 
his pursuit of the scent. "Look alive, boys." Samuel whispered into 
his radio. The dog was heard barking again from the kitchen and was 
heard scratching against a wooden door. "I want you guys to guard the 
door." Samuel explained, pointing back at the four National Guardsmen 
whom had followed them. "We'll go in and grab who is ever in this 
house." One of the men nodded and got his friends into a defensive 
position. Samuel turned around and examined the house through his 
HUD . 

"It looks like there was no struggle here, just some windows knocked 
out." Sloth commented as he moved into what appeared to be the 
kitchen. Samuel spotted Buster pawing at a door and he thought he 
heard voices. When he tried the handle, the door was 
locked . 

"Lightning, get the crowbar over here." Samuel quietly ordered. 
Lightning leaned his MA37 against the wall and reached for the 
crowbar on his back. Placing the crowbar in the crack between the 
door and the frame, the engineer quickly pried the door open with a 
loud crack. Samuel flicked a flashlight on and inspected the 
basement. "We're Americans!" he shouted down the staircase. He heard 
a small child whimpering. "Is anyone hurt down there? We're here to 
help." Samuel continued. 



"No one's hurt." came a cry from the basement. 


"My team's gonna get you out of here. I'm coming down with one of my 
men." Samuel explained, motioning Sloth to join him. The staircase 
creaked with each careful step, as Samuel searched each inch with his 
flashlight. Finally, he found the family huddled into the back 
corner. He saw a small child looking for shelter between his parents. 
Samuel held a hand up as he approached the three. "I'm not going to 
hurt you, little guy." he spoke calmly. "Ybarra, is the way clear 
outside?" Samuel's radio crackled as the Guardsman answered. 

"Coast is clear. Did you find anyone?" Ybarra asked. 

"Found a family of three. How far to the nearest aid station?" the 
operator questioned. 

The soldier was quick to respond. "Half a mile, maybe more. But we're 
going through enemy territory." Samuel helped the woman to her feet 
as the father carried his son up the stairs. Their faces showed they 
did not know how to respond to the armored men who had come for 
them . 

"Doesn't matter, we'll push through." Samuel responded as he exited 
the basement. The son appeared to be very young, not even ten years 
old. The husband and wife looked to be in their mid-thirties. "We're 
going to try and get you to an aid station, but we are going through 
enemy lines. So, stay behind my men and I." The scared family nodded 
as Samuel led the group out of the house, patting Ybarra on the back. 
When the group cleared the yard and made it to the street, the 
operators' visors took on a green tint. 

"Looks clear." Tramp commented as Samuel glanced around at his 
surroundings through the night vision. 

"Sloth, take point." Samuel ordered as he brought his DMR 
up . 

"Roger, roger." The sniper began moving down the sidewalk toward 
downtown. Samuel felt something grab his leg and when he turned 
around to inspect, he found the boy in tow with the large operator. 

In addition, Buster also was sticking close to the child, acting like 
a furry guardian angel. 

"Hey Sam, I got movement." Sloth announced, stopping in his 
tracks . 

The team leader began looking around, but could not find what his 
sniper had spotted "Where?" 

"In the convenience store, 10 o'clock." Sloth informed the group. 
Samuel then spotted three AK ' s and a SPAS-50 propped outside the 
door . 

"Tramp, grab the guns. We'll get them when they come out." the team 
leader commanded. The team watched as Tramp quietly approached and 
stole the cache . Samuel heard voices coming from inside, singing a 
hymn in Russian. At the same time, he held back a growling Buster. 

The dog was ready to pounce on whoever exited the building. Four 
jolly Russian soldiers exited the convenience store, arms full of 



food and drink. "Sic 'em, boy." Samuel added as he released the dog. 
Buster went into a full sprint as the Russians looked curiously at 
the spot where their weapons once stood. The Russians were not aware 
of the dog's presence until it was too late; Buster leapt, tackled 
his victim and closed his jaw on the man's throat. Two of the 
soldiers raised their hands, but one drew a knife and lunged for the 
attacking dog. But in an instant, his life was ended with a bullet 
through his skull. The two surrendering soldiers watched in horror as 
their comrade's throat was ripped out by the enraged dog. 

"Hands up!" Sloth screamed as he and Lightning approached the two 
prisoners. The dog glared at the two soldiers and barked, making them 
flinch. Sloth and Lightning cuffed both soldiers; Samuel took a hold 
of Buster's vest and looked at the two Russians. 

"Any of you speak English?" he asked, both soldiers were hesitant but 
one of them finally spoke. 

"I speak little." the Russian said in broken English. 

"Good, we're gonna take you back to an aid station and there we will 
get all the information we want." growled Samuel as Lightning and 
Sloth led the two Russians away. "Hey Jag, you there?" he spoke into 
his radio. 

"I'm listening." Sword's team leader replied. Samuel glanced around 
for a second. 

"How's Inglewood looking?" Samuel asked, walking behind his 
team . 

"Not good. No survivors found so far." Jaguar responded, Samuel could 
hear a small amount of gunfire through the radio. "I hope Beverly 
Hills is better." 

"Eound a family and two Russian prisoners. One of them speaks English 
so we're gonna take them to an aid station." responded Samuel as he 
peered up and saw they were approaching a large fire. 

"Keep me updated, brother." Jaguar said before the radio fell silent 
again. Samuel looked at the Russian prisoners and noticed one was 
staring in the direction of the fire with a worried look. 

"What are you looking at?" Lightning demanded, the Russian did not 
answer but continued to stare. Samuel was curious to what the soldier 
was looking at, but soon enough he had his answer. He stared at the 
grim sight; five Americans hung from a window, with their bodies 
horribly mutilated and signs pinned to their bodies. Samuel felt a 
fire burning inside of him. He stormed over and grabbed the 
English-speaking Russian by his hair, dragging him over to the 
bodies. The enraged operator slammed the soldier into the wall with 
such force that the Russian's nose broke and blood began flowing out 
at a slow pace. 

"Give me one reason for why I shouldn't blow your fucking brains 
out?" Samuel growled as he pulled his sidearm out and pushed it 
against the back of the prisoner's head. The man began to weep as he 
tried to form a sentence. 


"Bea€ 1 ca .. cause I havea€ 1 inf oa€ 1 inf ormat ion for your commanders." the 



soldier wept. Samuel lowered the sidearm but then motioned to Sloth, 
who threw the other Russian prisoner to the ground. Samuel took aim 
at the man's chest. 

"What about your friend?" he questioned as both began to beg for 
mercy. As if relenting, the team leader lowered his pistol. "No, a 
quick death is a gift to you." Samuel looked over to Lightning, who 
pulled out the crowbar. The Russians looked at each other, confused, 
until Lightning made contact with the side of the second prisoner's 
head with a baseball swing. The dull clank was accompanied with a 
soft crack as the Russian's skull fractured. His friend watched in 
horror as the engineer continued to flail his comrade repeatedly. He 
wanted to turn away, but Samuel had control of his head. He watched 
as the man's head became disfigured and bloody. Lightning's crowbar 
dripped blood as he left the dead man. The blood pooled underneath 
the body and began to branch off like rivers. The remaining Russian 
felt helpless as Samuel dragged him back to Sloth. 

"Let's go! We can't waste any more time!" the team leader ordered, he 
began to move with his team, but stopped and stared at the dangling 
bodies. He let his team get ahead of him, then pulled out his knife 
and began cutting the bodies down from their ropes. 


34. Mind the Gap 
**Chapter 34- Mind the Gap ** 

**January 1 6* * * *th* * * * , 2552** 

**London, United Kingdom** 

Slash listened to the cold rain hit his armor as he sprinted for the 
nearest cover. He slid into cover behind the SUV, with Murphy running 
in behind him. The team leader watched as D.J. and Sledge moved into 
cover across the street. 

"Where are the Brits?" Murphy screamed as Slash peaked out of cover 
to check the road. 

"Last I heard the S.A.S was heading up Abbey Road, heading for 
Northern Relief. I don't know about the Irish." responded Slash as he 
motioned to D.J. and Sledge to move up. The two operators took off 
with Slash and Murphy in tail. The gunfire was sporadic for the 
moment, most of the fighting being in South London on the other side 
of the Thames. Slash's earpiece woke up suddenly with the voice of an 
S.A.S. operator. 

"Icarus Actual, this is Omega Actual." the operator said. Slash 
waited until the next stop to respond. 

"This is Icarus Actual, send it Omega." the captain responded. 

"We had a section from 2nd Battalion locate a possible Russian 
position in the Underground near your position. I have three of our 
own with them, but they might need a few more bodies." the S.A.S. 
operator informed Slash. The team leader nodded and looked over his 
men . 


"Copy that. Omega. Icarus out." Slash answered "The British need help 



clearing the Underground." Sledge looked back to his team 
leader . 


"I'm up for it." he responded in a deep voice. Slash watched the rain 
roll down his visor and then made his decision. 

"Alright, let's go." Slash ordered as he got up and made his way 
across the road. But as soon as he exited cover, a P-39 came to life 
and sent hot lead screaming past the captain. He was quickly pulled 
back into cover by Sledge as Murphy loaded his M319. Sledge moved 
Murphy to the front, who then fired the explosive with a hollow pop. 

A loud explosion was heard, followed by a louder explosion as Murphy 
loaded a second explosive and the sounds of Russians screaming for 
help echoed through the streets. Murphy let loose the grenade and the 
screaming ceased. Slash patted the heavy on the shoulder, panting. 
"Thanks for the save." 

Murphy let out a whistle as he peeked around the corner to inspect 
his work. "No one survived that." Slash looked over Murphy's shoulder 
and saw orange flames rising where the nest had been. No bodies could 
be spotted, but they knew the bodies were engulfed by the 
f ire . 

"Let's keep moving, the Brits need our help." Slash ordered as he 
checked his rifle and crossed the road. The cold rain continued to 
pound the team heavily as they listened to the distant gunfire. The 
rubble and the causalities littered the street and were soaked due to 
the downpour. Slash watched as crows feasted on a few corpses, and 
managed to wave them off the bodies only to reveal the gruesome 
sight. Finally, the team sighted the entrance to the Underground and 
several British soldiers, including three wearing grey Air Assault 
armor . 

"You guys the Yanks?" one of the armored soldiers asked. The 
operators sprinted over to the friendlies and took a knee. 

"What's the situation?" Slash asked one of the S.A.S. operators. 

The operator rested his PDW-80, a sleek and compact rifle used by the 
S.A.S. and S.B.S, on his knee before responding "Couple of Yorkies 
spotted some Russian blokes heading into the Underground. We're going 
to flush them out." 

"Alright, well we're here to help. Name's Slash." the American 
operator stated, offering his hand. 

"Lt. Arnold Porter, E Squadron, behind me is Cpl . Mills and Sgt . 
Howard." the lieutenant said in a formal manner, pointing to the 
other two operators behind him. Slash followed suit and began 
introducing his teammates. 

"My engineer Murphy, heavy gunner is Sledge, and my sniper is D.J." 
the captain introduced each member before turning his attention to 
the entrance of the train station. "You got a plan?" The British 
operator nodded before answering Slash's question. 

"We don't know exactly where the encampment is, but we think we have 
a radius of about fifty yards of where it could be located." Porter 
explained as he stood up and headed toward the entrance. Porter and 
his team took point, with Icarus Team behind them, and the other six 



British soldiers bringing up the rear. "Mills, take point." the team 
leader said, motioning to his teammate to move up. Mills moved to the 
front and aimed her PDR down the track. Slash felt the humidity hit 
him as he listened to the drops echo through the station. Slash 
became a little concerned when Porter and his team jumped down onto 
the tracks. Porter motioned the rest of them in, "They've shut down 
the system so we're safe for now. The others landed on the rails 
causing the sounds to reverberate through the tunnels. Flashlights 
began to light up the subway as Mills took point once again. Murphy 
could hear the rats squeaking and scurrying out of the way of the 
soldiers. Mills raised her hand in a fist, giving the group a signal 
to stop. Everyone dropped to a knee and began to listen, voices 
getting louder. Slash raised his weapon and glared down his sights. 
Mills continued forward cautiously and the group followed her. The 
emergency lights barely lit the tunnel, but there were several 
brighter lights close by. Nearly at a crawl. Slash continued to inch 
forward until he saw the Russian camp and the two guards smoking out 
in front. Murphy pulled the grenade launcher and aimed for the 
sandbag barriers. The guards continued their smoke break, unaware of 
the enemy presence and the rifles aimed at them. With the pull of the 
trigger, both guards fell onto the tracks, dead. Murphy fired a 
single grenade, which obliterated the sandbags and rocked the tunnel. 
The explosion sent rock dust pouring onto the scene as the force 
advanced on the camp. 

"Left side!" a soldier screamed as he opened fire on a group of 
Russians with his L55 LSW. Two Communists in front were torn apart, 
but three more returned fire. A loud thud sounded as one of the 
British soldiers collapsed from a shot to the chest. 

"Daniel's hit!" A comrade of the fallen soldier grabbed the body and 
dragged it away from the fighting before another took revenge and a 
Russian went limp as a round tore through his skull. 

"Coming in on the right!" was a cry from Howard, causing Slash and 
Murphy to turn their attention to five Russians attacking the right 
side of the group. Murphy's shotgun blazed, causing the attacking 
Russians to stumble under the wave of pellets, one falling dead and 
another two screaming in pain from their wounds. A second thud 
sounded as Howard dropped his weapon and fell back, blood spewing 
from his gut. The operator slapped his hands hard on the wound and 
yelled in agony. 

"Shit! Man down!" Mills screamed as she rushed over to Howard's aid. 
The sergeant looked down at the wound and began to hyperventilate. 
D.J. also came to his side, pulling a med kit from his pack, and 
sorting through its contents. He removed several gauze pads and 
applied them to Howard's wound. The group continued to fight off the 
Russian assault, until a boom bellowed through the tunnel, causing 
every fighter to pause. The tunnel shook from the shock wave and 
parts of the concrete began to crumble. While everyone paused to 
check around them, the Russian immediately began retreating. This 
action confused Slash and the others until a whistle was heard 
ringing like a call from death. 

"I thought you said the system was shut down." Sledge complained 
after Porter turned around. 


"It was. I just got a call from HQ, Russians hacked the city's 
mainframe. They have control of the all the systems in the city and 



can do anything they want." Porter informed the group, almost 
stuttering. "They have control of London." 


**Author's Note: I am sorry it took me so long to write this chapter. 
Okay, I have good news. The orthopedist told me I only strained my 
shoulder and that I should rest it. So I can still write, 
unfortunately it is keeping me from going back to The Citadel for the 
fall. So to all the cadets who read this: I will be back in the 
spring ready to go and give the knobs hell for me. If you enjoyed 
this chapter, drop a review and leave a favorite.** 

**PDW= Personal Defense Weapon** 

**LSW= Light Support Weapon** 


35. Nightmare 
**Chapter 35- Nightmare** 

**Berlin, Germany; 2115** 

**January i5****th****, 2552** 

The officer clung tight to his jacket as he moved through the 
cobblestone streets of the Old Town, making a click every time his 
boots hit the ground. The cold, night air chilled his face to the 
bone, making his search for shelter more desperate. The Old Town was 
a mere tourist attraction and was closed for the night, save for one 
lonely pub. The orange glow of its dim lights served as a beacon to 
the officer, who rushed for the door. When he opened the wooden door, 
he was greeted by the pub's hoppy aroma and the warm, dank air. He 
had noticed a figure in the doorway across from the pub, but the 
smell of good beer drew the officer in without giving it a second 
thought. Once the door slammed shut, that same figure, donning EVA 
armor, peered out to inspect the street. 

"That's number five, one more and we're in business." a deep, throaty 
voice said through the radio. 

"Should I tell the K.S.K. to hold. Bane?" another voice asked, with a 
country twang. 

The same voice responded. "Tell them to secure a perimeter, but do 
not engage." A third voice joined the conversation. 

"Lucky number six is enroute to the meeting." the operator informed 
in a Cajun accent . 

"Thanks for the heads-up. Joker." Bane replied, "Once the officers 
are gathered, activate your MICs and move in." The operator watched 
as the sixth officer entered the pub and then glanced to his left to 
watch a figure clad in ODST armor crouch in an alleyway. "Activate 
your MIC, its show time." Bane watched as the ODST disappeared as if 
blending in with the dreary environment. Several sets of footsteps 
were heard approaching the cracked door and when the door was opened 
the operators had their senses bombarded with the sounds of music and 
the smell of alcohol. The team slowly traveled down the staircase 
until they heard a cry from one of the officers. 



"Wer war der idiot, der die tAV4r often gelassen?" the youthful 
officer screamed. The operators heard what sounded like a chair being 
knocked over. 

"ScheiAYe, das war ich." admitted another German as a middle-aged man 
clad in his dress uniform rushed up the stairs and slammed the door 
shut, not giving a second thought to the operators standing inches 
from him. The operators continued down the stairs and watched the 
festivities, the officers drinking beer from glass boots while the 
music played over their joyous conversation. The team noticed two 
armed guards standing in a corner. 

"You guys know the plan." Bane asserted as Joker sat against the 
wall, allowing the team leader to push off and pull himself onto the 
supports. "Take the officer's side arms and get ready to kill the 
guards." he continued as he shuffled along the plank until he was 
over the circular table. One by one, the holsters of the officers 
began to unclip themselves and the pistols slid out and flew under 
the table. Bane watched the oblivious officers from the rafters as 
their only defense was taken away. "Alright, two guards and the 
bartender are the only threats. Wait for my go." he ordered as he 
watched the officers celebrate. 

"Two ready." Joker said over the radio. 

"Four ready." Robo informed. 

"Three ready." Blaze followed up. The ambush was set. 

"On me." Bane ordered as he maneuvered himself over the table. He 
waited for the opportune moment and then dropped down toward the 
table. Halfway down, he deactivated his cloak and materialized onto 
the table. In that same instance, both guards tensed as they were 
pierced by unseen knifes. The bartender reached under the bar, but 
his life was ended quickly by a bullet through his head. The officers 
reached for their pistols, but found them absent. They had nothing 
left to do except stare at the operator who had just landed on their 
table with a crash. "Guten tag, assholes." The Germans were in shock 
at the sudden assault. "I am sorry to say that is the extent of my 
knowledge of German." Bane began as he put his hands behind his back 
and paced the length of the table. The officer at the head of the 
table broke their silence. 

"Who are you?" he asked, trying his best to sound in control. 

"That is not important. I'm here simply to ask one question. Why are 
several German officers suddenly sympathizing with the Communists?" 
the team leader answered, deflating the German's confidence. "This 
question is boring and almost worthless, I could just kill all of 
you." The officers went wide eyed when the American mentioned killing 
all of them. "So I'm going to make this a game. For your freedom, you 
can answer the question 'Why are you cock-sucking. Commie 
sonsabitches siding with the Russians?' But once one person answers, 
the others die." Bane explained in a cheerful tone, causing several 
officers to begin shaking. Finally, an officer next to the head of 
the table stood up to the operator. 

"We don't have to answer your question, you sick-." the officer said 
defiantly, but the sound of a knife being unsheathed was heard as 
Bane's boot hit the officer's throat. But the officer began to choke 



as blood flowed down his neck and stained his uniform. Bane made a 
harsh noise which resembled a buzzer as he removed the boot knife 
from his victim. 

"Wrong answer, Franz!" Bane joked before looking at the other 
officers. "Would anyone like to go for Double Jeopardy where the 
stakes are really crazy?" The other officers watched in shock as 
their friend clutched at the wound and slowly died. Bane spotted who 
he thought was the youngest of the group and pointed him out. "What's 
your answer, Baron von Wienerschnitzel?" The young man panicked as 
the operator pointed him out. 

"KGB!" he cried out as his fellow officers looked at him in 
disdain . 

Bane waved the officer on, "Please explain, von 
Wienerschnitzel . " 

"The KGB sent us as spies and to try to rally people to our cause." 
the young man explained in the best English he could manage. 

"Thank you, Baron." the operator said as he pulled out his sidearm 
and fired a round into the chest of the officer seated at the head of 
the table. He fell back and hit the ground with a thud, blood 
squirting out of the wound like a fountain. The others jumped from 
their seats, but were instantly cut down by the other three operators 
in the room. The remaining officer quivered in his chair as the other 
operators materialized out of thin air. One wore the ODST armor, 
another had EOD armor, and the final operator wore Pilot armor. Bane 
squatted down in front of him as the others began scalping his fellow 
officers. "Now we have a problem here Baron." 

"W-w-what ' s the problem?" he stuttered. Bane pulled out a large 
hunting knife and waved it softly in front of the officer. 

"Well, if we let you go you're gonna keep spreading your little lies. 
We don't like that." Bane explained in a calm voice as the other 
three operators approached him. "I'm gonna let you live, but I don't 
want you spreading lies." 

The officer clasped his hands together. "I promise, just let me 


"We're gonna make sure you keep that promise." Bane continued, then 
pausing. "Grab him boys." 

The officer felt two hands grab his head and another pair grab his 
arms, holding them behind the chair. One of the men forced his mouth 
open, he tried to resist to no avail. He watched as the team leader 
reached into his mouth and then felt a sharp pain. He let out a 
scream, which was suddenly silence as he felt his mouth fill with his 
own blood. He became dizzy and faint, but he could see the man 
holding his tongue. His train of thought was interrupted by a sizzle 
and even more excruciating pain as another operator cauterized the 
bleeding tongue. The man began to blackout, the last thing he 
remembered hearing was Bane speaking to his teammates. 

"If KGB has spies in Germany, just think of where else they could 

be. " 



* *Translat ions and Abbreviations:** 


**MIC= Mobiie Infantry Cioak ** 

**Wer war der idiot, der die tAV4r offen geiassen? =Who was the idiot 
who ieft the door open?** 

**ScheiAYe, das war ich. = Shit, that was me.** 


36. One Way Out 
**Chapter 36- One Way Out** 

**Author's Note: 3,000 views! I've had an average of 335 views per 
month. That may seem iike a smaii number to a iot of weii-known 
FanFic authors, but for me it is amazing. Keep reading and ieave a 
review teiiing me what you think. Aiso, I hope you guys iike the new 
cover image. Teii me your opinion in the reviews. Have a great day 
guys . * * 

**On an additionai note, piease wish "Murphy" a happy birthday. I'ii 
drink a Yuengiing for you, buddy. ** 

"Bear, watch our six" Shadow ordered as the team continued down the 
sidewaik. Bear swung his SAW around and made sure the Spetznaz they 
had just encountered were not foiiowing them. Stepping over bodies of 
LPR and Government troops, the team had their eyes set on the hotei. 
"We get in, we get out. Understood?" 

"Fucking hooah." was Ute ' s repiy as he stepped over another body. 

"I got movement on our right." Mutt barked as he raised his DMR. He 
aimed at his intended target, three Government soidiers approaching 
the team. The troops raised their Ri6's, but Mutt fired twice. One 
buiiet struck a soidier in the chest and the finai round ended his 
iife with a buiiet to his forehead. The other two hesitated after 
their friend's death and couid not puii the trigger. They paid deariy 
as Bear's SAW opened fire and cut them down. The team continued to 
approach the hotei and their iuck had not run out just yet as there 
was stiii no sign of the remaining Spetznaz. 

"Let's pick up the pace." Shadow ordered as he began to jog toward 
the target. His teammates foiiowed him cioseiy keeping their weapons 
ready for any attack. Oniy a few seconds iater, gunfire erupted from 
behind them. Two of the Spetznaz had exited the hotei and were 
pursuing the operators. Ute responded with a voiiey of his own, the 
shots missed but it siowed down the pursuers for a second. Once the 
enemies regained their baiance, they retaiiated against the 
Americans. One buiiet struck the waii near Shadow, sending the team 
ieader to a knee. When he stood up. Bear was aiready driving the 
Russians into cover with his SAW. "Run!" he screamed as he took off 
toward the hotei. Mutt watched as one of the Russian operators peaked 
out from behind the waii to fire on the team. The sniper aimed his 
DMR and fired, he watched his buiiet strike the Russian's hand. The 
man dropped his rifie and gripped his injured hand as he coiiapsed 
against the waii. The remaining Russian jumped out of cover to fire, 
but was instantiy running back for the same cover to avoid Bear's 
SAW. Mutt squeezed Bear's shouider to iet him know it was time to go. 
Bear swung the SAW around and sprinted for the hotei. Mutt popped of 



a few more rounds before heading in the same direction. Shadow 
lowered his shoulder and broke through the glass door. The soldier in 
the lobby was startled by Shadow barging in through the glass door 
with reckless abandon. The operator fell to the side and skidded to a 
halt a few feet later, just as the soldier turned around and took 
aim. But the enemy was tackled by Ute, who had unsheathed his 
karambit . The two landed with a thud and Ute swiftly thrust the knife 
right under the chin. The soldier tensed before passing away. Seconds 
later. Bear and Mutt entered the room as Shadow picked himself 
up . 

"You're welcome for saving your ass." Ute joked as Shadow swept the 
glass off his armor. 

"I had him on the ropes." Shadow commented, panting. The conversation 
was broken up by Bear as he called for the elevator and the team 
waited. When it arrived. Shadow ordered it to head to the third 
floor. The elevator sounded off with a ding as the doors parted and 
the team continued to a conference room. The room was silent from 
outside and was unguarded. "Ute, check the door." Shadow ordered, 
standing beside the door with the other two stacking up behind him. 
Ute ran his hand over the cracks in the door and then the 
handle . 

"Clear." Ute reported, placing his back against the wall. 

"Kick the door in. Bear." the team leader told the heavy. Bear walked 
over to the door and brought his leg back. With a crash, the door 
caved in and splintered as the operators filed into the room. It was 
empty, but a few chairs were overturned and the drinks were still on 
the table. 

"Looks like everyone left in a hurry." Mutt said as he began a quick 
search . 

"Don't like this. Don't like this at all." Shadow said wearily. Bear 
picked up one of the drinks and sniffed it. 

"Synth." Bear said with disgust as he tossed the drink aside. 

"I want something of value. Bear." Shadow said with the same disgust. 
Suddenly, Mutt reached under the table. 

"Boss, found something." Mutt said as he pulled out his find. Shadow 
walked over to the sniper. "It's a cell phone." The sniper tossed the 
small silver phone to the operator. Shadow looked over every detail, 
when suddenly it began to ring. 

"Bear, take this one." ordered the team leader as he threw the phone 
over to Bear. 

"Alio?" Bear answered. "Da, eto on." Bear paused, but the others 
could hear the person on the other side. "Ponyal. Kto moy 
informator?" Bear began to nod before talking again. "Spasibo. Do 
svidaniya." Bear hung up and turned to his teammates. "Well 
apparently, I am catching a flight tomorrow morning out of 
Johannesburg to meet an informant." 

"Where's the flight headed and who's the informant?" Shadow 
asked . 



"Washington D.C. and I'm meeting an American officer with locations 
of key Allied positions." Shadow felt sick to his stomach. An 
American was giving away information which would get American 
soldiers killed and possibly give the Communists the war. 

"Pocket the phone, we'll get it to Glitch. But, we have to tell 
Collins about the rat." said Shadow as he began to storm out of the 
room. "Vector, this is Zulu Actual." 

A deep voice came over the radio of the operators as they headed back 
to the elevator. "Send it, Zulu Actual." 

"Fedotov was not at the meeting. I repeat. Big Red did not make it to 
the meeting. We need extraction now." reported Shadow as he punched 
the elevator's call button out of frustration. 

"I'm dispatching a Pelican to your location, callsign Ahab 6-3." 
Vector stated systematically. 

"I also need a direct line to General Collins." demanded the team 
leader . 

A few seconds later, the general answered. "Hello?" 

Shadow informed his boss of the situation. "General, there is a rat 
in the ranks. He was going to meet a Russian leader in D.C. 
tomorrow . " 

"What do you want me to do?" Collins asked as if he was 
annoyed . 

"Get CIA to pull up everyone's files. FBI needs to be on watch." 
Shadow answered as the team exited into the lobby. 

"I'll make it happen." the General hung up. 

"Something doesn't add up. How have we not known about these 
bastards?" Ute asked as they waited for the Pelican. 

"Sleeper agents?" Bear speculated. 

"Negative. Sleeper agents are usually kidnapped and brainwashed in a 
place like Vorkuta. They would have never been allowed to get an 
officer rank, much less be allowed in the military." Shadow shot down 
the question. 

"What happened to that last Spetz?" Mutt asked. But before Shadow 
could answer, a shot rang out which caused the operators to stumble 
for cover. 

"There's your fucking answer." Shadow stated, becoming even more 
infuriated . 

"I can't see him!" Bear shouted as another shot rang out and the 
bullet struck the door frame. 

Another voice came over the radio. "This is Ahab 6-3, mark your 
location with red smoke." Shadow pulled out a canister and tossed it 
into the street. A red plume of smoke burst from the canister and 



began to rise. "I spot the red smoke. Is the LZ ice?" 

"LZ is ice, one squirter in an unknown location." Shadow answered as 
the Pelican's engines could be heard getting closer. A couple of 
minutes later, the Pelican landed and lowered its ramp. The operators 
ran for dear life to the ramp and into the cargo bay. "We're in! Take 
us up!" Shadow yelled. The pilot raised the ramp and flew off from 
the scene. Mutt plopped into a seat and let his DMR crash to the 
ground. A mystery was unraveling right in front of his eyes. He did 
not want to know the answer because he knew no matter what happened, 
the truth would come back to bite them in the ass. 

* *Translat ions and Abbreviations:** 

**Allo?= Hello?** 

**Da, eto on.= Yes, this is he. 

>Ponyal. Kto moy informator?= Understood. Who is the 
inf ormant ?<strong> 

**Spasibo. Do svidaniya.= Thank you. Goodbye** 

**LZ= Landing Zone** 


37 . Fight On 

**Chapter 37- Fight On** 

Oakland, Portland, Sacramento, San Francisco, Seattle, and most of 
Western Los Angeles had been lost, but Downtown Los Angeles remained 
in American hands, along with San Diego. Several shelters had been 
set up around the Downtown L.A. area and a key hospital was still 
operational. National Guard units from California, Nevada, and 
Arizona had set up defensive positions and were planning a 
counter-attack . More good news came in later when word arrived that 
elements of the 2nd Armored Division and the newly formed 17th 
Infantry Division were to arrive by 0500 in an effort to stop the 
Russian advance. 

Samuel dragged the prisoner through the shelter, several people 
watched as the Russian did not struggle against the operator's will. 
Two Guardsmen rushed over to the team in order to take the 
prisoner . 

"Where's Colonel Hemsley?" Samuel asked as the others in the team 
observed the state of the shelter. Tramp removed his helmet as he 
watched Buster approach two elderly men. He had a scruffy, black 
beard and green eyes. His hair was around his ears and messy because 
of his helmet. 

"He's behind the tarp." one of the Guardsmen pointed out as they took 
the Russian from the operator. Samuel pushed the tarp aside and found 
himself in a command room. Several screens showing maps were being 
monitored and in the middle of the room were three officers looking 
over a holographic map. One of them appeared to be in his 60 's and 
had short, grey hair. He turned his attention over to the man who had 
just entered the room. 


"Colonel Hemsley?" Samuel asked, as he lowered his weapon and let it 



hang around his torso. 


"Right here, son" the officer replied in a raspy, yet confident 
voice. "May I ask who you might be?" 

"Samuel, Quebec Team, 1st SFOD-D." The operator replied as he threw 
up a quick salute to the colonel. The Colonel responded and returned 
to the map. 

"What do you have for me?" Hemsley questioned. The operator joined 
him at the map before answering. 

"Russians still have control of the western half and civilian 
casualties are high." Samuel began to explain, running his finger 
over the map. "We still have a team inserted in Inglewood." 

"Call them back, I have something for you." The Colonel quickly 
ordered. Samuel turned around and spoke into his radio. 

"Hey Jaguar, you there?" Samuel asked. 

Jaguar answered a few seconds later, "I'm here bro . What do you 
need? " 

"Hemsley needs us for something. We need you guys back at the command 
center." continued Samuel. 

"I'll be there in a few." Jaguar sighed as he ended the transmission. 
Samuel walk back over to the holographic map and notice several red 
spots on the map. 

"Are these Russian positions?" Samuel asked as he pointed at one of 
the larger spots. 

"Those are areas with higher concentrat ions , possibly camps." Hemsley 
explained. "Are your men ready?" 

"We just need ammo." Samuel responded. The officer nodded and leaned 
over the map once again. 

"Tell them to get whatever they need. Once the other team arrives I 
want you and the other team leader to report to me. 

Understood? " 

Samuel was quick to respond "Yes sir." The operator stepped out of 
the room and found his teammates throughout the shelter talking to 
the civilians. When their team leader entered, all three turned their 
attention to him. "Grab all the ammo and supplies you need. We got 
another mission once Sword gets back." The operators stood up and 
began searching for the armory to resupply. When they returned, they 
found the members of Sword Team sitting around the shelter. Jaguar 
stood and walked over to the approaching operators. 

"Welcome back, guys" Jaguar spoke as he held out his hand. Samuel 
took his friend's hand, bringing him close and patting him on the 
back. "So what does the Colonel want?" 

"He hasn't told me the op yet." Samuel responded as he headed for the 
tarp. "He's in here." Samuel pushed aside the tarp and the Colonel 
directed his attention towards the two operators 



"Jaguar, sir. I'm in command of Sword Team." the Captain said as he 
held his hand out to the Colonel. But Hemsley coldly rejected the 
greeting and went back to the map. 

"I have a mission for you and your men." Hemsley explained "These red 
spots on the map represent areas of heavy Russian concentrat ion, 
possibly camps." The Colonel moved the map over one of the large red 
blots. "Reports have said there is a large amount of survivors held 
up in the university." 

"Which university?" Samuel interrupted. 

"Southern California. As I was saying, rumors have spread they are 
hiding in several classroom buildings and dorms. We don't know how 
many, but we estimate close to ninety." Samuel and Jaguar stared at 
each other in disbelief. 

"Are those the survivors or the Russians?" Jaguar asked with a slight 
shake in his voice. 

"Those are the survivors, son. The Russians number over one hundred 
at least. Your job is to get those survivors out of there safely. I 
don't care how, just do it. Now grab whatever gear you need and keep 
radio contact." Both operators nodded before exiting the room and 
entered the shelter to find both teams waiting for them. 

"Hope you guys are ready for some really bad odds." Jaguar joked as 
he shouldered his rifle and surveyed the group. 

Wolf chuckled as he scratched Buster's head. "Don't we always go up 
against bad odds?" 

"Always outgunned, but never outmanned." Tramp decided to butt in as 
he checked his SAW. "When do we head out?" 

"Whenever we are ready to go." Samuel responded as the operators 
grabbed their gear and headed out of the shelter. 

**30 minutes later** 

"NOD'S on" Samuel ordered into his radio as two trucks came to a halt 
outside the campus. 

"I see no movement. We're clear, boss." Sloth said as he scanned the 
immediate area through his scope. The doors of the trucks opened as 
the operators formed a perimeter. Their visors glowed with a soft 
neon green color as they waited for orders. 

"Switch to AFO 1-6. Wolf, move up across the street." Jaguar ordered. 
The sniper took off and rushed across the street, taking a knee once 
she reached the other side. "Sir, we have reached the 
university . " 

Colonel Hemsley 's voice came back over the radio. "Good. Once you 
reach a group of survivors, radio back and we will send trucks to 
pick them up. Understood?" 


"Lima Charlie. Jaguar out." the operator responded before ending the 
transmission. "Alright, guys, let's move up. Maintain noise 



discipline and only fire when being engaged." The operators moved 
across the street pass Wolf, who then stood up and joined her 
comrades. The operators moved across the parking lot and stopped by 
one of the three buildings attached to the parking lot. 

Samuel looked down at Buster, who was tailing close to the team 
leader, and put a finger against the dog's muzzle. "Zip it, Buster." 
he whispered. The dog obeyed and lied down on the sidewalk. Viper 
quietly moved up to the two glass doors which read "Student Health 
Center" in bold, red letters. Viper looked up and saw the sensor, but 
also noticed it was dead. 

"Power's out, generator's probably down too." Viper informed the team 
as he pulled one of the doors open. Onyx was the first through the 
door and when he entered the building, he found a scene similar to a 
tornado strike. Chairs and table had been overturned, papers 
everywhere, even doors and lights ripped from their spots. 

"Fuck, looks like one hell of a struggle." Onyx commented as the rest 
of the operators entered the area. Lightning peered over the 
receptionist's desk and began going through files. 

"Russians looted the place. They were looking supplies and they found 
them." Samuel explained as he inspected an examination room. He then 
peered at the dog who was crouched behind him. "You smell anything, 
boy?" The dog whined softly as Wolf and Tramp moved up a flight of 
stairs . 

"Nothing's here. Does Buster smell anything?" Jaguar asked his fellow 
team leader as he approached Samuel. 

"No, but this would be a good place to hold the survivors until the 
trucks arrive." Samuel responded as he lowered his weapon. "There's 
student housing not too far from here. The complex is maybe 150 yards 
to our left . " 

"It's a pretty big campus. You think we should split up?" Jaguar 
asked as the group continued to search. 

"A group smaller than a team is not advisable." the lieutenant 
responded. "I say we stick together, we'll have a better chance 
against the Russians. We go out the same way we came in and we head 
for the student housing." he added as he moved for the door. "Stay 
out of open space and move fast." Samuel peeked outside and found the 
area in the same condition. Lightning quickly exited the building and 
moved for the corner. Peeking around, he spotted no activity. 

"Intel said over a hundred Ruskies. Where the hell are they?" 
Lightning pondered as the group joined him. Samuel patted Wolf on the 
shoulder, giving her the signal to move toward the quad. She stayed 
close to the bushes along the sidewalk and then gave an 'ok' signal. 
The squad continued to progress along the sidewalk. 

Jaguar tried to reassure the engineer. "They probably called it a 
night." he joked, but Lightning did not take it well. 

"I don't like this shit." the engineer continued as he kept his head 
on a swivel. Wolf was the first to reach the dorms and tried to peek 
inside through a window. 



"It looks deserted." was her conclusion as Viper pried the sliding 
door open, allowing Jaguar and the others to move in. The common area 
had the appearance that it had been barricaded, but very poorly. 
Tables had been turned onto their sides in a hallway and overlapped 
to provide some cover, but Jaguar easily stepped over it and moved 
into what appeared to be a food court. Tramp joined the team leader 
and saw the gates at the entrances had been closed, except for one. 
Tramp noticed a gate had not been fully closed, leaving a space large 
enough to fit a small animal. The heavy motioned Jaguar over and 
grabbed the bottom of the gate, preparing to fling it open. Jaguar 
nodded and in one swift motion, the gate flew open. A knife flew out 
of the darkness towards Jaguar, but the operator grabbed the 
assailant's arm and threw the person against a wall. In that same 
instance, a second person reached for Jaguar's DMR which had been 
dropped after he was attacked. This person was easily subdued when 
Tramp put his boot into the person's ribcage, sending that person 
into the same wall as Jaguar and his attacker. But Jaguar could see 
how young the kid was and he looked nothing like a Russian 
soldier . 

"I'm an American!" Jaguar shouted, causing the man to go wide-eyed 
and loosen his grip on the knife. "My name is Jonathan Shepley. I 
have been sent here to rescue a group of survivors." The knife 
dropped to the floor and Jaguar backed away from the man, who dropped 
to his knees. "How many of you are there?" The young man looked up at 
the operator in disbelief. 

"I think fifty. There's another group on the other side of campus." 
The student said breathlessly. "There are more in the other 
restaurants." he continued as Tramp exited the restaurant and called 
for the others on the radio. "We thought no one would come for us. 

How did you find us?" Jaguar offered his hand to the student and 
helped him to his feet. 

"We got lucky. Is anyone hurt?" Jaguar asked the man as he reached 
for his DMR. The student nodded in response. 

"There's a girl with a broken leg. Everyone else just has scratches 
and bruises, I think." the student replied, still in a state of 
shock. Jaguar grabbed Tramp's attention quickly. 

"Tell Hemsley we have a civilian with a broken leg." Tramp nodded and 
passed the message along. Jaguar watched as students began crawling 
out under the gates as the operators lifted them. 

"Hey Jag. You might want to have a look." Sloth said to grab the team 
leader's attention. He walked over to Sloth and Samuel, who were 
crouched by a window and looking through the sniper rifle's scope. 
Sloth moved aside and let Jaguar peer through the lens. He spotted a 
large fire and tents surrounding the fire on the adjacent quad along 
with several armed guards. "College students don't carry AK's, do 
they?" Sloth asked both team leaders. 

"Sam, you and your team take the survivors to the pickup point. Once 
they are on their way, meet us back here and we'll search for the 
remaining survivors." Jaguar explained as Sloth continued to survey 
the area. Samuel patted his sniper on the back and went to gather the 
rest of Quebec. "Wolf, get over here." Sword's sniper rushed over to 
the window and rested her bipod on the windowsill. "Watch that enemy 
position across the quad and let me know if there are any changes." 



Samuel began herding the survivors out the door and helped carry a 
limping girl with a cast on her leg. 


"The Russians are building something." Wolf informed her team leader. 
"All I see are four posts, but they are lined up in a row." Jaguar 
knew what the Russians were making and in an instant, he felt like 
disobeying his own order. He had to get to the remaining survivors 
before the Russians did, or he would have blood on his 
hands . 

**Author's Note: If you can find the hidden reference in this 
chapter, you will win a cookie. Sorry for the long gap between 
chapters. School has really been taking its toll. Really hope you 
guys enjoy it and leave a review if you do or have any 
suggestions . * * 

* *Translat ions and Abbreviations:** 

**SFOD-D= Special Forces Operational Detachment-Delta** 

**NOD= Night Observance Device** 

**AFO- Audio Frequency Overlay** 

**LC(Lima Charlie) = Loud and Clear** 


38. Bloody Good Time 
**Chapter 38** 

**Bloody Good Time** 

**Author's Note: Special announcement! One of my good friends has 
told me she is having twins. So pretty big deal for her and her 
husband, just wanted to give them a quick shout-out and congratulate 
them. Also, congrats to the Class of '15 for receiving The Ring. 
Finally, you may have noticed the different format for the title. I 
am only testing this out and seeing what the audience thinks of it. 
Sorry this chapter has taken so long to write. Schoolwork is piling 
up big time and Writer's Block took a hold of me again.** 

Sledge held his hand out for the team leader. "Let's go, man." Slash 
grabbed the heavy's hand and pulled himself off the tracks. He then 
offered his hand to Murphy, which the engineer took and allowed 
himself to be pulled up. 

"C'mon, boys. We don't have a lot of time." Porter said as he headed 
for the exit. Slash watched as Mills pulled Howard off the tracks and 
onto the platform, causing the wounded operator to groan in pain. 

When she finally had Howard on the platform. Mills lifted the wounded 
operator and draped him across her back. 

A voice came over the radios of the operators. "Icarus Actual, you 
have a Pelican in route with Texas Team and SEAL Team Eight." Slash 
and Porter ran out of the station to find a Pelican with its ramp 
lowered, hovering around fifty yards away. The four members of Texas 
dropped to the ground while the SEALs stayed behind in the Pelican. 
The other soldiers exited the station as Miller approached 
Slash . 



"Collins thought you guys would need some help." Miller teased as he 
lowered his rifle and held his fist out. Slash bumped his fist and 
shouldered his rifle, laughing. 

"Then why did he send you guys?" Slash retorted as he closely 
observed Mills handing Howard off to the SEALs . "I need you guys to 
move west and support whatever remains over there." 

"Roger." One of the SEALs responded as the ramp closed and the 
Pelican lifted off. Slash then took a moment to observe his 
surroundings. The rain gave the area a dark and dreary feeling, a 
feeling which the gunfire only added to. Miller finally broke his 
trance . 

"What's the plan, brother?" the team leader asked. Slash glance back 
at his teammates while contemplating a plan. 

"Most of the fighting is to the south and the west." Slash explained, 
pointing with a knife hand in the intended direction. "We should head 
toward the A13 and then head west. Porter, are there any S.A.S. units 
near that area?" The S.A.S. lieutenant got on his radio and listened 
to the chatter. 

"We have one team near the A13. Tell them to join us?" he asked 
Slash. The operator nodded in response as he readied his rifle. 

"You guys ready to move?" Slash asked. Sledge quickly took the lead 
with Murphy following. The rest of the group fell into line as they 
moved for the bridge to join the heavier fighting. Slash watched 
through his visor as tracers filled the grey sky. 

"I got movement to our right." Murphy informed the team as he aimed 
his shotgun in the direction of a group of houses. Slash could see 
what appeared to be a person moving between windows. 

"Sledge, get the door." the team leader ordered as the heavy 
positioned himself in front of the wooden door as the rest stacked 
beside it, waiting for the door to be forcibly opened. When Sledge 
finally kicked, the door split in two and the pieces tumbled to the 
floor. Slash rounded the corner in to what he thought was the den, he 
found a family huddled close together. But he also found two 
Russians, one lying down on the sofa while the other was seated in a 
chair close by but was standing up. Slash quickly fired a round 
through the seated Russians neck, causing him to slump back into the 
chair. Miller came in behind Slash and fired a single round though 
the reclined Russian's head, ending his life abruptly. As the other 
operators entered. Miller turned his attention to the cowering 
family . 

"Any others?" he asked, the father responded by shaking his head. 
Uncertain, Slash motioned his head to Murphy, ordering him to check 
upstairs. The engineer aimed his shotgun up the stairs and began to 
move slowly. Havoc trailing him. When Murphy reached the top of the 
stairs he found two doors, both of them closed. Murphy slowly opened 
the door closest to him and found it empty. 

"Clear." he informed the others. 


Havoc soon followed after checking the other door. "Upstairs clear. 



The two operators walked downstairs as Slash turned to Palmer. 


"Are we going to have to clear every house?" he asked the British 
team leader, who answered by shaking his head. 

"I think those two were just lazy. Most units have moved south." 
Palmer responded as the team exited the house. 

"Think this is part of the group we ran into in the subway?" Slash 
continued . 

"Had to be." The sounds of gunfire got louder as the team approached 
the A13. Slash stared at the sky as a squadron of Longswords flew 
overhead. He then saw the plumes of smoke rise from the city, meaning 
they were bombing targets in the city. "We can't be much further." 
Suddenly a call came from behind a hedgerow. 

"Blue!" the voice shouted. 

"Ridge." Palmer responded quickly, swinging his rifle around to the 
hedgerow. The hedges rattled as five figures appeared wearing Mark V 
armor and carrying their PDR. One of the figures glared at Miller for 
a second before talking. 

"Well, well, well, if it isn't Miller. I haven't seen you in ages." 
the man said as he approached the team leader. 

"There's a reason for that, Morrison." Miller retorted as the two 
operators embraced. Once the two finished, Morrison turned his 
attention toward Palmer. 

"What's the plan. Palmer?" Morrison asked the lieutenant. 

"We need to get across the river since the heavy fighting is over 
there. We plan to take the A13 until Royal Docks. Hopefully the ferry 
is still operational, if the Russians haven't completely hacked the 
mainframe . " 

Slash joined the conversation. "Murphy can get us back into the 
system. Right, Murph?" Murphy responded by shrugging his 
shoulders . 

"It depends on how much the Russians have taken." Murphy explained. 
The team leaders looked at each other without speaking until Palmer 
broke the silence. 

"Alright, we need to get moving." Palmer ordered, but the sounds of 
jet engines drowned out his voice as everyone glanced at the sky. Two 
explosions sent the group into the air and scattered them. Murphy's 
ears were ringing and his visor had been cracked. He watched as Havoc 
ran over toward him. Murphy felt the hands of the heavy grip his 
chest piece and pulled him to his feet. 

"What the fuck was that?" Fox screamed as she regained her 
balance . 

"Russians must have gained control of the CCTV. We have to move." 
Palmer interjected. The group recovered and began running for cover 
just in case the fighters took another pass. But when Palmer rounded 
a corner, he spotted a Russian platoon heading toward their original 



position. Palmer opened fire, watching one of the Russians fall dead 
while another one fell grabbing his torso. The other Russians 
returned fire at the two groups found cover. 

Morrison leaned over to Miller while reloading. "Hope you're ready 
for a bloody good time!" 

"I've been waiting all day for this!" Miller responded as he jumped 
out of cover to unleash hell. 

* *Abbreviat ions : ** 

**CCTV: Closed Circuit Television ** 


39. Trojans 
**Chapter 39** 

**Tro jans** 
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votes in. I'll keep it up until the story finishes and I'll start a 
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favorite . * * 


"Trucks are on their way." Samuel informed over the radio as Jaguar, 
Onyx, and Viper crept across the quad toward the Russian 
camp . 


"WILCO. Stay with the survivors until the trucks get there. We can 
handle this group." Jaguar responded as they inched closer to the 
Russians. "Wolf, can you see any survivors with the 
Russians ? " 


"Negative." Wolf answered over the radio. "Just a bunch of Russians 
standing around. I can't tell for sure, but one is breaking off and 
heading forward. Permission to engage?" 


Jaguar was quick to respond as the operators were now about 30 yards 
from the edge of the camp. "Stay off the trigger. Something's going 
on. Why are they just gathering?" 


"They could be trying to convince the students to come out." Viper 
speculated. The answer came as a megaphone came to life with a loud 
screech, startling the three operators. 


"Students and faculty! I am Commander Volkov! I am offering your 
safety if you just give yourselves up!" the Russian commander shouted 
into the megaphone as he paced across the line. "If you refuse to 
come out, we will shoot you as an enemy." he continued. Jaguar nudged 
Onyx's shoulder to get his attention. 


"Let's go in the back door." the team leader suggested. Onyx nodded 
in agreement and tapped Viper on the back. The three operators moved 
around the crowd as the Commander continued his rant. Jaguar kept a 
close eye on the Russian mob as they skulked in the shadows. Onyx 
reached a heavy door at the rear of the building, slowly opening it 
and allowing his teammates to go first. 



"I can't see you guys. Where did you go?" Wolf asked over the radio, 
with a hint of panic in her voice. 

"Just went in through the back." Jaguar responded as he observed what 
appeared to be a kitchen. Most of the equipment had been damaged in 
what the team leader was almost certainly a riot. Viper stepped over 
the trash and aimed his rifle at the door which led to the dining 
area. "No gas leak, can't hear any hissing." Jaguar observed as Onyx 
searched the tables for survivors. 

"Kitchen clear." Viper called as he opened the swinging doors to the 
dining area. The wooden door creaked eerily as the operators entered 
the area, their footsteps muffled by the carpet. 

"You have 3 minutes before I send in my men!" Volkov continued over 
his megaphone. Jaguar heard several whispers before moving toward a 
row of booths. 

"Does he ever shut up?" Onyx asked, annoyed with the Russian 
commander's constant yelling. 

"I'll give you 3 months' pay if you shoot that bastard's mouth." 
Jaguar offered as he began searching underneath the booths. Onyx 
quickly pulled a student from underneath a booth, who appeared frozen 
in shock at the sight of a large, armored soldier. Jaguar reached 
under the same booth and pulled out a second survivor. "It's okay, 
we're the good guys. Viper, get the door and watch the kitchen." 
Jaguar ordered. The team's engineer held the door open as the two 
stunned survivors stumbled into the kitchen. The other two operators 
continued around the restaurant, pulling students out from the 
booths. Some struggled, some came willingly, others were too scared 
to make a move. 

"Jag, I need an update." Samuel's voice came over the radio. Jaguar 
answered as soon as he dragged the last survivor from her hiding 
place . 

"Found the others in a restaurant. Only problem is that it's 
surrounded by Russians. We're gonna try and bring them over, but we 
might need some help." Jaguar said as he watched the Russians out a 
window . 

"WILCO, the trucks just left with the first group." added Samuel. 
Jaguar began walking out of the room when light suddenly flooded over 
the dark room. The team leader bolted for the kitchen door and 
motioned everyone to leave. 

"Shit, move. Now." Jaguar ordered as Onyx opened the metal door and 
Viper escorted the survivors out. 

"Your three minutes are up!" The Russian commander shouted as Jaguar 
could hear Russian soldiers breaking in. Viper motioned the survivors 
to stay low as he checked around the corner. Jaguar quietly closed 
the back door and joined the group. 

"Wolf, meet us at the Health Center. We made it out." Jaguar told the 
sniper, who grabbed her equipment and took off for the rendezvous 
point. The group listened as Russians ransacked the restaurant in a 
frenzied search for the survivors. They did their best to stay out of 



sight until they reached the Health Center. Samuel was waiting 
outside with Buster at his feet. 


"C'mon, get inside. Trucks just dropped off the other survivors and 
are on their way back. Get in and we can hunker down until the trucks 
get back." Samuel suggested as the operators took positions by the 
windows . Jaguar could see the survivors huddled together in the 
rooms, even more began occupying the already crowded area. 

"Did Wolf make it?" Jaguar asked as he checked the ammo in his 
magazine . 

Samuel nodded before responding. "She's up top with Sloth." Jaguar 
let out a sigh of relief and peered out the window. He saw an eerie 
glow coming from the restaurant and smoke began pouring out of every 
crack it could find. The Russians had not found the survivors and 
were now torching their hiding place, in hopes the survivors would be 
smoked out. Sloth suddenly made an announcement no one wanted to 
hear . 

"I spot a Russian patrol heading this way, boss." the sniper informed 
as the group began getting in position. Jaguar saw what the sniper 
had spotted, six Russian soldiers heading toward the Health Center. 
They appeared as though they were not expecting a fight, but the team 
leader knew if they spotted a single trace of the operators, the op 
would be blown. 

"Find a hiding spot now." Samuel ordered. Jaguar instantly headed for 
the front desk and parked himself underneath. The room fell silent 
until the Russians entered. They were placing bets on what had 
happened to the students and what supplies the commander wanted. 
Jaguar unsheathed his knife as heard one of the Russians get closer 
to the front desk. 

>"Ne pervyy vzvod uzhe iskat' eto mesto?" the soldier asked of his 
comrades . <p> 

"Da, no komandir khochet bol ' she postavok." responded another Russian 
in a raspy voice. Jaguar listened as the young soldier began filing 
through the papers on the desk. Slowly and quietly, he unsheathed his 
knife and waited for an opportunity. 

"I have a soldier near me. Can anyone get eyes on the others." Jaguar 
asked silently over the radio. 

"Copy, everyone pick a target and fire on Jaguar's mark." Samuel 
ordered. Five gun barrels slid out of cover and aimed at the 
unsuspecting Russians. Jaguar swiftly grabbed the soldier's wrist and 
dragged him over the desk, slamming him onto the ground. The other 
Russians twisted around toward the commotion, instantly being cut 
down by gunfire from the operators in cover. Four fell dead, but one 
managed to stay up and turn around, screaming in pain. Tramp put 
another shot into the Russian's chest, killing him. But the Russian 
managed to get off a shot, landing in the wall behind Onyx. Jaguar 
finished off his target by slitting the soldier's throat and letting 
the man bleed to death. 

"Whoever fired that shot got some attention." Wolf stated as members 
of the group saw the Russian mob organizing and heading in their 
direction. Samuel quickly took charge. 



"Close and lock those doors. We are going to hold this building until 
the trucks get here. Understood?" spoke the team leader as he 
reloaded his rifle. 


"Hooah!" was the cry from the other operators as they began locking 
the survivors into their rooms and barricading the doors. The 
preparation was cut short when bullets began sailing through the 
windows and filling the room. Jaguar dove for cover and began firing 
on the approaching mob. He knew this was going to be a bloody fight 
and a terrible cost would be paid. But it was his job, and he loved 
his job to death. 

* *Abbreviat ions and Translations** 

**Op: short for "operation"** 

**Ne pervyy vzvod uzhe iskat' eto mesto?: Didn't first Platoon 
already search this place?** 

**Da, no komandir khochet bol ' she postavok.: Yes, but the commander 
wants more supplies.** 


40. Break in The Action 
**Chapter 40** 

**Break in the Action** 

**_Author's Note: I'm thinking I need a new cover. Unfortunately, I 
really suck at drawing which is why I stick to writing. But, I know a 
few amazing artists read this story (or at least I hope they do) . So 
I will hold a competition for my next cover, I am calling all 
aspiring artists who want to draw a new cover for 'Chronicles of 
Zulu'. You will receive credit (Don't expect money unfortunately, I'm 
as broke as the average college student) , my eternal thanks, and a 
spot as a character. If you have any questions or want to submit a 
cover, you have two ways of contacting me: 1) Send me a Private 
Message, or 2) Send me an email on my Yahoo account (goldmonk john) . I 
will choose a winner on December 2 9_* ** *_th_* ***_._* * 

**Camp Khan, Spain** 

**January i7****th****, 2552; 0718** 

The Pelican landed at Camp Khan, lowering its ramp for the operators 
to exit the aircraft. Slinging his pack over his shoulder. Mutt 
observed the busy base as men and women were rushing around. Supplies 
were being dropped off and taken out, along with wounded soldiers and 
fresh bodies. The 382nd Air Wing had recently been stationed at Camp 
Khan in order to increase the amount of transports available. Ute 
looked at Shadow and could instantly tell his team leader was on 
edge . 

"You alright, boss?" Ute asked, as he nudged the operator. Shadow 
jumped at the question and answered instantly. 

"I'm looking for that shitty Corporal who's always got an envelope 
for me. I can smell him." Shadow growled. Ute took a moment to glance 
around as well. He saw nothing but airman rushing supplies on and off 



Pelicans, no couriers in sight. 


Ute began to laugh at his team leader's paranoia. "You're losing your 
mind, LT. Chill out, I think Collins is giving us a break." he joked 
as he pushing toward the barracks with Bear and Mutt in tow. Shadow's 
head stayed on a swivel as he followed his three teammates, waiting 
for the messenger to swoop in out of the air. 

"I feel like that bastard is around here somewhere!" Shadow continued 
as the other three distanced themselves from Shadow's panic attack. 
Mutt threw his gear on the floor in a messy pile. He removed his 
chest plate, revealing a tight, tan shirt stained with sweat. 

Throwing the armor and his helmet into the locker. Mutt exited the 
room and headed down the hallway, hoping to find Wolf back from Los 
Angeles. When he reached her door, he found it open with no gear 
inside and no sign of her. Mutt sighed as he returned to his room to 
unpack and hopefully grab a bite to eat. When he reached his room he 
could hear an argument going on between his teammates on the subject 
of the impending mission. 

"I can guarantee that he will catch us at breakfast!" Shadow screamed 
in his room. 

Ute was quick to retort. "Seriously? You're still thinking about that 
Corporal? You don't even know his name! Give it a break!" 

"His name is Corporal Killjoy! That's all I need to know!" Shadow 
continued with his rant. 

Bear joined the conversation. "Shut the fuck up, LT ! I am one second 

away from shoving a biscuit in your fat mouth to shut you up!" Ute 

responded to this by howling in laughter. Mutt closed his door before 
hearing Shadow's scathing response. He placed his DMR and S-99 inside 

the gun locker, securing them until they were needed. When he headed 

out, his teammates were still yelling at each other, but now it had 
turned into playful insults. They were becoming annoying, but they 
were his brothers. 

**Later that day** 

**1423** 


Ute leaned forward in the seat as he pressed buttons on his 
controller. Opposite of him. Mutt sat relaxed in his seat also 
fiddling with a controller. Two airmen sat behind them, watching a TV 
screen displaying a virtual football game. One of the players on the 
screen had broken for large run with an opponent on his tail, causing 
Ute to stick his tongue out as if it helped him to focus. The pursuer 
could not catch his prey before the player scored a touchdown. A 
pop-up displayed a score of 41-13 after the touchdown. Ute stood up 
and threw his arms in the air, showing his disdain. Mutt, on the 
other hand, leaned back and gave Ute a smug look. 

"You fucking cheated!" Ute accused his teammate loudly. The two 
airmen backed up cautiously, worried that a fight was about to break 
out. Before Ute could throw out another accusation. Bear and Shadow 
entered the room. Shadow was wearing his tan, combat shirt, black gym 
shorts, along with a pair of fighting gloves. Bear was clad in the 
same shirt, but had multi-cam fatigues on. 



"Get your gloves on if you want to fight, brother." Shadow 
half-suggested, half-joked. 


"I gotta finish this game." Ute responded, not wanting to fight his 
team leader . 

"We all know Mutt's going to kick your ass. He won the unit 
tournament." Shadow retorted, putting Ute into a corner. The engineer 
hesitated for a minute, but then finally gave in. Ute tossed his 
controller gently into the chair and exited the break room. Shadow 
watched the Sergeant exit and looked back to the two airmen. "You 
boys think you have a chance?" Neither responded, only giving Shadow 
a blank stare. "Good answer. Find something useful to do. Mutt." The 
sniper shook his head as he turned the gaming system off and headed 
toward his room. 

**15 minutes later** 

Ute opened the door to the mat room and found Shadow working over a 
punching bag. 

"You ready to fight, bitch?" Ute asked playfully, taking off his 
shirt and throwing it to the side. 

Shadow chuckled at the insult. "If I wanted a fight, I would've asked 
Bear. I just need something meaty to punch." Ute shook his head as he 
strapped his gloves tight and walked onto the mat. Shadow assumed a 
fighting stance and began bouncing on his toes. 

"I want to ask you something." Ute said as he put his guard up. "It's 
about Bourdik." 

"We're going to get the son of a bitch, plain and simple." Shadow 
responded, closing the distance between he and Ute. 

"Not that. His connection stateside is freaking me out. What if it's 
someone close to us?" Ute continued as Shadow threw a pump fake, 
causing Ute to flinch. 

Shadow answered soon after. "I think we would've known by now." Ute 
threw a low, right kick which made contact with Shadow's thigh. It 
had no effect except producing a loud, smacking noise. The door to 
the room flew open and Bear stood in the doorway with a water bottle 
in hand. Ute turned his head to glance at the heavy, giving Shadow 
plenty of time to strike. Wrapping his arms around Ute ' s waist, the 
team leader lifted the unaware Sergeant into the air and slammed him 
to the mat. Ute let out a shocked gasp as he tried to regain his 
composure, but Shadow was already on top. Shadow let his engineer 
come to before letting off and walking over to Bear. 

"Jesus Christ, LI." Ute groaned as he struggled to his knees. "What 
was that for?" Shadow gulped a mouthful of water before 
answering . 

"You were distracted, so I took advantage of that." Shadow offered 
his hand to Ute, who slowly declined. The battered engineer remained 
on a knee trying to catch his breath and his wits. Shadow turned to 
the heavy leaning against the doorway. "Anything new?" Bear nodded at 
the question. 



"C.I.A. took down the officer who was meeting a Russian official. It 
was one of Randy's boys. Captain Julius Cano." Bear said, pushing off 
the wall and walking onto the mat. 

Shadow gave Bear a look of utter confusion. "You mean Colonel Koch? 
Something doesn't seem right, Koch doesn't have nearly enough 
information and I'll bet anything one of his Captains doesn't 
either . " 

"Cover up?" Bear asked as Ute slowly got to his feet and joined the 
group . 

"Probably." Shadow replied, nodding. "The only problem is this issue 
will remain quiet until we find something else." Ute walked out of 
the room slowly, followed by the other two. "Any news from Sword or 
Quebec? " 

"The whole West Coast is in the shit. You got family there Ute?" Bear 
continued. Ute faced his comrades and walked backwards 
confidently . 

"My whole family moved east from Sacramento almost six years ago." 

Ute responded. 

"Anyway, both teams are in Los Angeles, last I heard two divisions 
were coming in to relieve them." Bear carried on. 

Shadow quickly interrupted the heavy as the group exited the gym and 
made their way toward the barracks. "Which divisions?" 

"2nd Armored and the 17th, I think." Bear answered quickly before 
entering the barracks . 

Shadow playfully patted both teammates on the back. "I'm gonna shower 
up and see what's at mess. I'll join you guys later." Both Bear and 
Ute waved Shadow off as the team leader closed his door. Flopping 
down on his bed. Shadow suddenly had an eerie thought. What if Ute 
was right? What if the Russian's contact was someone close to them? 
These thoughts swirled through his brain and sent chills down his 
spine. The way things were happening in the world, anything was 
possible. This upset Shadow more than he cared to admit, but he was 
quickly able to shake the nerves. But he made a mental note, however, 
that he would find the rat at any cost. He knew what kind of damage a 
traitor could do, and he would not let that happen to a brother 
again . 


41. Britannia Rule the Waves 
**Chapter 41** 

**Britannia Rule the Waves** 

**Author's Note: Sorry that it has taken this long to release a 
chapter. I have finished exams and I am ready for the holidays. 
Consider this chapter an early Christmas present from me. I want to 
wish all my readers Merry Christmas, Happy Holidays, and a Happy New 
Year. We are quickly approaching the 1-year anniversary of Chronicles 
of Zulu and I am pumped up. There will be a few changes, but nothing 
too major. I hope to publish a chapter on the big day, but I am not 



guaranteeing anything. Once again I want to wish everyone a safe and 
happy holiday season. ** 

"Russians have us pinned down!" Miller shouted over the gunfire as 
Slash's rifle sounded three times before the operator ducked back 
into cover. One of the bullets struck a Russian assailant in the 
thigh and sent the soldier to the ground screaming. "Do we have 
CAS ? " 

"We are too damn close for CAS!" Slash responded loudly as he 
reloaded his rifle. "Those bombs would tear us to shreds too!" 

Several bullets landed near the operator as Palmer took over and 
began firing down range. "Murphy!" the engineer ran over to his team 
leader and waited for his orders. "Take one of Morrison's men and see 
if you can flank through the buildings." Murphy looked back and 
pointed at one of the British soldiers. 

"You're with me!" Murphy ordered as he stood up and kicked in a 
nearby door, followed by the S.A.S. operative. The relentless fire 
from the Russians continued and the operators began losing their 
cover . 

"Murphy! If you could hurry up a bit, it would be much appreciated!" 
Miller yelled into his radio as more Russian fire kicked up dirt 
around him. 

"Give me a damn second." Murphy scowled as he began scaling the 
stairs and burst into a room which looked down on the advancing 
Russians. Pulling his grenade launcher from his back and loading the 
40mm round, Murphy stood in a window and looked down at his enemy. He 
slowly aimed the launcher toward his enemy. "On my mark." The S.A.S. 
operator readied his weapon in the window beside Murphy, the engineer 
began to squeeze the trigger and letting the grenade fly. An 
explosion rocked the Russian attackers and sent them stumbling, 
trying to regain their balance. The besieged operators took advantage 
of this momentary lapse in the attack to mount an offensive of their 
own. Several Russians were cut down by gunfire from above and now 
from the front. In a frenzy, the attackers now became the defenders 
and crumbled under the fire. Russians began retreating and running 
for what cover they could find under the hail of bullets. When the 
fight finally subsided, the group reorganized and continued toward 
its objective. 

"Everyone alright?" Miller asked. The group began responding with 
nods and grunts. "Let's keep moving then." he continued, readying his 
DMR. 

"Kerry, take point." Morrison ordered as one of his men moved to the 
head of the group. The soldier raised his weapon and led the group 
down the path. The streets were littered with the burned carcasses of 
vehicles, craters from artillery, and litter. Slash could still smell 
the smoke as it hung heavy in the air. Murphy noticed a camera was 
tracking their movement, which worried him. 

"Hey boss, you think the Russians are watching us?" the engineer 
asked Slash, while keeping his eye on the camera. Slash glanced at 
the camera and chuckled. 

"I guess they are. We did just tear apart the squad they sent to kill 
us." Slash joked as one of Morrison's men checked the inside of a 



wrecked car. 


"Anything interesting, Rodgers?" Morrison asked, leaning next to his 
man . 

"No, just an empty, burned out car. Does look like my mother's." 
Rodgers responded, heading down the street with the group. A lone man 
stumbled into the road with a rifle dangling from his hand. Kerry 
brought the group to a halt and aimed his rifle toward the 
stranger . 

"Is he Russian?" Slash questioned quickly, wanting an answer 
immediately. Most of the man's body was covered in burns, even the 
rifle he carried had several parts melted and burned. 

"I can't tell. Check his armor-." Palmer began to order, but was cut 
off by a single gunshot. The group watched the man collapse as blood 
poured from a fresh bullet wound in the center of his chest. Smoke 
rose from the barrel of Kerry's rifle, while the soldier stared down 
his sight. 

"Kerry! What the fuck? What if that is one of our boys?" Morrison 
screamed, grabbing the operator by the collar. 

Kerry answered coldly as he lowered his rifle. "He was suffering. I 
was taught to never leave a man suffering." Morrison let go of his 
man and looked at the fallen soldier, whom Mills and Murphy were 
kneeling over. 

"AK. Hey Slash, catch." Murphy said as he tossed the rifle to his 
team leader. Slash looked over the burnt rifle before tossing it to 
the ground. 

"He could have picked it up." Morrison speculated, but then Mills 
turned over the body and the large, red star bared itself on the 
front of the armor. 

"He's wearing Russian armor and a Russian uniform, and was carrying a 
Russian weapon. Looks like Kerry shot the right guy." she retorted 
before standing up and rejoining the group. 

"How much further till we get to the docks?" Miller asked, turning to 
Palmer and Morrison. 

"Docks are a couple of blocks away, but I don't know if the ferry is 
even working." Morrison responded as he motioned another man to the 
front. Miller began to chuckle as Sledge and D.J. followed the 
lead . 

"Well that's why we have Fox and Murph. You two think you can get us 
across the river?" Miller joked. Fox strut past Miller smugly before 
responding . 

"I'll just beat the system into submission." joked the engineer. 
Eventually, the group reached the docks, but the ferry was on the 
other side of the river, causing Sledge to sigh. 

"We never get a break do we? For once I want the ship to be on our 
side or the target to be pre-wrapped, just once." Sledge whined as he 
kicked down the door to the control room, allowing Murphy and Fox to 



enter. The room's controls lit up as the two engineers began working 
on bringing the ferry to the group's location. The ferry groaned as 
it started and crawled across the water. 

"Nice job, you two! Keep it coming." Slash said, encouraging the 
engineers. The ship gently flowed across the river toward the group 
as they reloaded their rifles and got ready for the ride. As the team 
leaders began to direct their men, an explosion sounded and the 
ground shook. Miller and Slash glanced up and found the ferry to be a 
flaming heap. 

"The Russians placed goddamned mines in the river!" Murphy shouted, 
slamming his fists into the control panel in anger. The other watched 
in disbelief as the ship slowly sank below the surface. Their one way 
across to the fight had been destroyed and they were stranded. 

Nowhere to go, no way to fight. 

* *Abbreviat ions : ** 

**C.A.S.: Close Air Support** 


42 . Down Time 
**Chapter 42** 

**Down Time** 

**Author's Note: Happy 1-year anniversary to Chronicles of Zulu. 1 
year, 42 chapters, and 72,000 words down. I never thought I would be 
writing a story for this long. I just want to thank everyone who 
stuck with me though this year of excitement and joy. I also want to 
welcome new fans and hope that they enjoy what they read. Also, might 
as well say it now, 4,000 views!** 

Mutt set his rifle down on the table and inspected it. He had not 
properly clean it since the mission in Sierra Leone and he felt it 
needed a deep cleaning. Mutt quickly laid out his tools and put on a 
pair of headphones, drowning the noise out in a symphony of heavy 
metal. Like a machine. Mutt began to disassemble the rifle, placing 
the parts in neat rows like conveyer belts. The sniper began to clean 
the small parts with a tooth brush as held the pieces between his 
thumb and index finger. Ute turned the corner before knocking on the 
open door, trying to grab the attention of the entranced sniper. But 
Mutt continued his work, unaware of his teammate. "Mutt." Ute called, 
no response from Mutt followed. "Mutt!" calling louder than before, 
he was now walking toward the table. Mutt continued with his cleaning 
as Ute got within arm's reach of him and reached for his headphones. 
Finally, the engineer pulled Mutt's headphones off, causing the 
sniper to spin toward Ute and aim a brush at his as if it as a knife. 
Ute chuckled while Mutt realized his error. "What are you gonna do 
with that? Brush me to death?" Ute joked. 

>"What do you want?" Mutt replied, slightly embarrassed by his 
mistake. He resumed his previous task, only more tediously in order 
to avoid another blunder . <br>"Bear and I are going to work out in the 
yard. Want to join us?" Ute proposed, leaning against the assembly 
table . 

"Why don't you ask Shadow?" Mutt responded, focusing on his work. Ute 
let out a short sigh before pushing off the table. 



"Because Shadow is giving a tour to a Spanish General as we speak. He 
wants to see what condition the base is in." Ute explained. Mutt 
began to look at the shack's walls, which at the moment were adorned 
with weapons, parts, and tools. 

>The sniper shook his head. "I hope Shadow shows him the good parts 
because the rest is fucked up." Ute crossed his arms and laughed at 
Mutt's comment, but he was still waiting for an answer. "Listen, let 
me finish cleaning my rifle and I might work out with you two." Ute 
smiled and left the room once his question was answered, leaving Mutt 
to his work. He began to reassemble the S99 slowly and carefully, 
several parts were delicate and could be broken easily. Suddenly the 
door opened again. Shadow stumbled in wearing his Class A's. The 
black and blue dress uniform was neat and decorated with medals and 
ribbons. Mutt even noticed Shadow had shaved, taking a couple of 
years off his face.<p> 

"I never want to give a tour of this base again." Shadow complained, 
taking the beret off his head. 

"It couldn't have been that bad. You're just exaggerating." said 
Mutt, more focused on his rifle than the flabbergasted team 
leader . 

"I would have rather given a tour of OP Lewis than Khan, any day." 
Shadow continued. 

>Mutt chuckled at his lieutenant as he finished his rifle. "Lewis was 
a good outpost. You hated dealing with the Afghanis every day." Mutt 
inspected the rifle before turning his attention back to the 
conversation at hand. "Oh, the meatheads are looking for you." Shadow 
gave his sniper a confused look. "Bear and Ute. They want you to work 
out with them."<p> 

Shadow rolled his eyes as he exited the shed. "I think I'll just go 
lie in my bed and hopefully go into a coma." Mutt propped the rifle 
into a corner and then closed the door behind him. He casually walked 
into an open yard filled with weights and found his two teammates by 
a bench. 

"Well look who decided to join us." Bear joked as he added more 
weight to the bar. 

>Mutt was quick to respond. "Just came to watch one of you pull a 
muscle." Ute laughed as he gripped the bar. Mutt caught sight of 
something out of the corner of his eye, peering up he found the 
courier headed for the barracks and holding an envelope. Mutt 
whistled to get the attention of the other two and pointed them in 
the direction of the Corporal. <p> 

"Hey Corporal!" Bear shouted, grabbing the attention of the 
messenger. The messenger slowly began to make his way toward the 
group, still glancing at the barracks. "Who's the envelope 
for?" 

"Your team leader." the Corporal responded. "It's your next 
assignment." The group nodded before Bear put out his hand. 

>"You can give that to me." Bear said gruffly. The Corporal began to 
protest, but Bear cut him off. "If you value your life, you'll give 
it to me." he ordered sternly. The messenger gave in and handed over 
the document to Bear. Mutt and Ute glanced over the heavy's shoulders 
as he opened the envelope and read their next assignment . <p> 



"Looks like we are going back to Brazil." Ute stated continuing to 
read. "But we aren't going to Rio again. Brazil/Venezuela border, 
more details provided at briefing tomorrow at 1700 local time. When 
should we tell Shadow?" 

"I say we blindfold him and lead him onto the Pelican, saying it's a 
surprise." Mutt suggested quickly. Ute shook his head in 
disappointment while Bear kept his focus on the paper. 

>"We'll let him know tomorrow morning. Let the man get some rest, 
he's earned it." Bear spoke as he prepared to spot for Ute. Mutt had 
to agree with Bear, Shadow had gotten them out of a lot of hell, he 
deserved a few hours to himself. <p> 

**Second Author's Note: Sorry it has taken me forever to finish this 
chapter. School has just started and things are kicking off. Really 
want to thank the uncountable amount of people who have supported me 
and kept me writing for a whole year. The few people who I could not 
do without get a special mention: Christopher Barker, Tori Rossini, 
Benjamin Shelton, 1. You guys are awesome.** **Make sure to leave a 
review and have a great day.** 

* *Abbreviat ions : ** 

**OP: Outpost** 


43. Hold Out Hope 
**Chapter 43** 

**Hold Out Hope** 

**Author's Note: I know it has been over two long months since I have 
published and I am very sorry. Once again, schoolwork has taken 
priority and I know you will understand. So without any more delay, 
here is the next chapter.** 

Samuel hunkered close to the wall as Russian fire continued to shred 
the building. The Russians had begun setting up tri-pods, but were 
instantly cut down by sniper fire from Wolf and Sloth. 

"Keep them from setting up to MGs ! " Jaguar yelled as he continued to 
fire at the advancing Russians. Several tri-pods were being set up 
facing the house as soldiers began bringing in the HMGs . But, their 
effort was being hampered by the continuous fire from Sloth and 
Wolf . 

"Just make sure they don't get a bead on us and we'll keep them 
down." Sloth responded as he slapped a fresh magazine in. The 
Russians were keeping their distance, but their fire kept most of the 
operators behind cover. 

"What's the plan?" screamed Lightning as he sent more rounds toward 
the Russians. Jaguar began thinking of any way they could get out of 
this mess. 

"Hold on until help arrives!" Jaguar responded. The Russians were 
closing in on the building and one of the HMG ' s had just been set up. 
Wolf and Sloth did their best to keep the crew off the gun, but the 



gun came to life. The rounds cut through the walls like butter, 
punching holes in the stone. The first volley of rounds hit above 
Onyx, causing the heavy to curse loudly and find a stronger piece of 
cover . 

"You guys could take that gunner out anytime tonight." Samuel said, 
directing the comment toward the snipers. Another volley pierced 
through the wall, still not on mark but closing in. 

"It would be great if you guys could keep the fire off of us." Sloth 
retorted as a shot rang out from the roof. The gunner collapsed with 
a massive wound in the center of his chest. As if on point, a second 
soldier took over but was instantly greeted by a bullet sent from 
Wolf's rifle. The enemy seemed to have gotten the message and a third 
soldier did not replace his two fallen comrades. "You guys got three 
flanking around the right side. I can't get a shot." Samuel whistled 
and pointed Buster toward the door. The German Shepard ran over to 
the door with Tramp behind him. As the firefight continued outside. 
Tramp could hear the three Communist soldiers stacking outside and 
getting ready to breach the room. In a nanosecond, the door was down 
and the first Russian had breached the perimeter. Expecting 
unsuspecting Americans in the room, this soldier instead received 
Buster's jaw closing on his throat with Tramp ready to make his 
comrades combat ineffective. The dog dragged his prey to the ground 
while the heavy took care of the second Russian by putting a single 
round through his skull and then dispatching the third, shocked 
Russian with several rounds into the torso. With the party dealt 
with, the heavy closed and locked the door once again before dragging 
his K-9 friend off his kill. "Flankers are down." Tramp went back to 
his position as fire began to die down since the Russians were 
backing off. But they were not retreating, just getting a new plan 
together to infiltrate and annihilate anyone in the building. 

"Check for holes." Jaguar ordered as he loaded a fresh magazine and 
the pushed the used brass away. He watched as Lightning and Viper 
began checking the rooms holding the survivors. 

"Rooms are clear. No wounds, just a few traumatized college kids." 
Viper responded as he removed his helmet and wiped the sweat off his 
face . 

"Everyone up?" Samuel asked around as he checked his own armor. 

"I'm up." Tramp responded quickly. 

"Snipers are up." Wolf answered for herself and Sloth. 

"Up and pissed the fuck off." Onyx growled. 

"Everything is cool." Lightning said as he checked the final 
room . 

Once everyone was cleared, Samuel got on the radio once again. "This 
is Quebec Actual. Colonel, when are the trucks going to arrive? 

Over . " 

It took a few moments, but the Colonel's voice was heard. "The convoy 
was held up a bit. Elements of the 2nd Armored arrived and are 
escorting them to your position. Is everything alright?" 



The operator took another deep breath before responding. "We're all 
in one piece, sir, but I've got Commies coming out of the woodwork 
over here. Tell those tankers to hurry up." 

"I will pass the message along. Hemsley out." The Colonel responded 
before the radio went dark. Samuel slumped into his cover until 
several hissing noises were heard. 

"They popped smoke." Sloth said over his radio. The operators began 
scrambling into position and reloading their weapons. 

"Switch to infrared!" Jaguar commanded as the visors of the operators 
took on a red tint. Through their HUDs they could see the dark 
landscape, but no heat signatures. The operators scanned the 
landscape, until Viper caught the glimpse of a single heat sig 
heading around the building. 

"Ten o'clock. They're flanking." Viper said pointing out the movement 
to his brothers. Jaguar swiveled around and saw what his engineer was 
talking about. Viper instantly fired and he watched as the signature 
dropped from view. There was no response, but the operators were 
still wary of that movement. Lightning took a grenade from his belt 
and lobbed the explosive toward the position in question. When the 
grenade went off, chaos erupted and the team was under fire again. 
Several Russians rose from behind the lip and opened fire, but they 
fired blindly due to the smoke and shock from the grenade. The 
operators took advantage of this and began dropping their enemies 
before the others retreated. 

"Well that was pretty fucking close." Onyx joked as the operators 
took positions once again. Suddenly, a loud snap was heard and Jaguar 
felt his head being jerked. He hit the ground hard and stared up at 
the ceiling while he listened to the fire being exchanged between the 
operators and the Russians. His HUD had shut off and so had his 
radio, but he felt no blood. His neck hurt like a mother, but he felt 
like he was fine. So he stood up and grabbed his DMR once again, 
aiming toward the new assailants. Until he was tackled, causing him 
to react and pull out his knife. He was ready to tear his attacker 
limp from limb until he found out Onyx was the person who had knocked 
him down. 

>"Your fucking helmet was on fire, LT . " he heard Onyx say, muffled. 
The team leader removed his helmet and saw the burn marks on the 
right side of the helmet. "You got lucky." The heavy offered his 
hand, which Jaguar gladly accepted. The only problem was he was now 
firing blind as well and even though he had seven perfectly capable 
men, this did not please him very much. What worried him even more 
was the Russians were getting closer and he felt they would soon be 
hand to hand and outnumbered. But before the Russians could close in, 
a booming shot rang out followed by a deafening explosion . <br>"What 
the fuck was that?" Samuel asked as he scurried into cover. Three 
more explosions were heard as soldiers kicked in the doors and filed 
in. Jaguar placed his sights on the lead soldier, ready to end his 
lif e . 

"Blue! Blue! Blue!" shouted one of the soldiers. Jaguar lowered his 
rifle and allowed their back up to take over. 

"Where are the students?" another asked as Viper and Lightning showed 
them where to find the survivors. "Alvarez, cover the 
door . " 



Students cowered as low as they could as they were herded out of the 
building and into the trucks. Several soldiers took positions by the 
windows and opened fire at the Russians, who were now being driven 
back by the tank and rifle fire. 

"Sloth, Wolf, get down here. Our ride's here." Samuel ordered. A few 
seconds later, both snipers had joined their teams and were ready for 
extraction. Jaguar went to pick up his damaged helmet when a sergeant 
walked over to the operators. 

"We've already got a counter-attack ready. Will be moving as soon as 
the 17th gets into position. You boys in?" the sergeant 
explained . 

The operators began nodding as Jaguar responded. 

"Get us some ammo and a shitload of coffee. It's been a long 
night . " 


44 . In The Rough 
**Chapter 44** 

**In The Rough** 

"Are you kidding me? Come on!" a cry echoed through the barrack's 
hallways. This sudden eruption caught the attention of Mutt and Bear, 
who instantly knew where the noise had originated. 

"Sounds like Shadow's not taking the news well." Bear commented as he 
turned his attention back to his mobile game. Mutt watched Bear 
closely, since he had barged in and made himself at home. The heavy 
seem entranced by the game's bright lights and noises, yet it was not 
enough to overpower the complaining of Shadow. 

"Can't I get a few days without a new mission?" the team leader kept 
moaning. Bear shook his head while Mutt dropped his book and peaked 
over his shoulder. 

"What have we got here?" Mutt asked as he was intrigued by the 
game . 

"Just some silly RPG I use to pass the time." The heavy responded. 

But before Mutt could get off another question. Shadow materialized 
in the doorway with a look that could kill weaker men. He was holding 
up the sheet of paper with the objectives of the mission. 

"Did you guys know about this?" Shadow asked, interrogating his own 
teammates. Bear simply nodded at his team leader while Mutt sat 
frozen in time. Shadow sighed and the lowered the paper. "I'll talk 
to Collins and then I'll brief you guys in an hour or so." he stated 
as he walked off down the hallway. A few minutes later, he arrived in 
the command center where the large screen was idle but several other 
smaller screens were showing newscasts from around the world. One of 
the intelligence officers looked up at Shadow and was instantly 
befuddled. Shadow did not currently have the appearance of a 
professional. He was unshaven, wearing a t-shirt with cut-off sleeves 
and torn multi-cam fatigues. 



"Can I help-?" she asked, but she was instantly cut off. 


"I need a secure line to General Collins." Shadow ordered, staring at 
the large screen. She obeyed, but reluctantly. In a few seconds, 
Collins appeared on the large screen sitting at his desk. He gave 
Shadow a confused look before speaking. 

"How can I help you. Lieutenant?" the general questioned. 

Shadow held up the letter again. "You're sending us back to 
Brazil ? " 

Collins nodded and leaned in closer. "More specifically the 
Brazil/Venezuela border. There seems to be a smuggling operation 
going on in that area. A gang turned militia is moving weapons, 
drugs, and soldiers into Brazil for the Russians or whoever is paying 
the most. This operation is being run by Santiago Soto, an 
ex-Venezuelan Marine." Collins paused as he went through a folder. 
Shadow looked down at his document and saw a picture of a man with 
short black hair and a large beard. Soto also had a square face and a 
stout jaw that gave the appearance of an under bite. "You'll be 
running this mission with two GRUMEC operators who know the area 
well. They'll brief you the rest of the way when you arrive in Boa 
Vista. Is that understood?" 

Shadow nodded before answering "Yes, sir." 

Collins slowly leaned back in his chair and then crossed his arms. 
"Have your men ready tomorrow morning." The screen then went back to 
idle as Shadow exited the Command Center. When Shadow arrived back at 
the barracks, he found the team anxiously waiting for him in his 
room . 

"What's the mission, boss?" Bear asked as Shadow pulled up a 
chair . 

"We're heading back to Brazil. Our mission is to help GRUMEC take 
down a smuggling operation in Venezuela. We'll be leaving for Boa 
Vista tomorrow morning so get ready." 

With that said, the operators went their separate ways and began 
prepping. Mutt gabbed his helmet and began inspecting it. It was time 
for work. 

**2 days later** 

**3 miles behind Venezuelan border** 

The hot, muggy air remained stagnant near the floor of the 
rainforest. Shadow's visor had begun to fog up as a truck carrying 
supplies passed by at a high speed. 

"Jesus, that truck was low." Mutt commented as six figures stood up 
and continued on the trail. 

"It was probably loaded with ammunition." Shadow answered as he used 
his hand to clear the condensation from his visor. "How much further, 
Diego? " 



The GRUMEC operator in the lead pointed ahead before answering. "200 
to 300 meters, then a clearing." Both GRUMEC decided to wear their 
tiger stripe fatigues instead of their Mark IV armor. The bills of 
their boonie caps drooped low near the brows of their painted faces 
as they clutched their MA21s close to their bodies. 

Mutt walked stride for stride with Shadow, looking around and getting 
a sense of the environment. "How do you think we're going get in?" he 
asked Shadow. 

"Well, we're gonna ask politely. If they don't answer the way we 
want, we'll kick in the front door." The team leader responded before 
Mutt walked ahead nodding. Suddenly, the lead stopped and went to a 
knee, causing everyone to follow suit. 

"I need your sniper." he demanded as he motioned for Mutt. Mutt 
slowly moved up to the Brazilian, making sure to keep low. "Look at 
the tower." continued the soldier. The sniper placed his crosshairs 
on the tower and saw the two tower guards scanning the jungle. 

"They don't see us yet." Mutt told the team as Shadow moved up. 

"We keep moving up. If they spot us, you take them out." the team 
leader ordered, patting Mutt on the shoulder. The sniper went to a 
knee and kept his sight set on the tower. "Move up." The camp was 
slowly coming into view as the operators approached. There seemed to 
be very little activity apart from trucks being unloaded and loaded 
with ammo, weapons, drugs, and soldiers. The operators were slightly 
over 100 yards from the camp when Mutt noticed one of the guards was 
looking in the direction of his teammates. 

"Guys, hold." Mutt whispered into his radio. Instantly, Shadow halted 
the squad and hit the deck. Mutt continued to observe the guard's 
movements. The guard turned to his friend and began pointing around 
the camp. Thoughts raced through the sniper's head, should he shoot 
or did the guard not see anything. Mutt finally came to a decision. 
"Going loud." 

Shadow confirmed the decision. "Drop him." A few seconds later, a 
shot rang out through the jungle. Mutt watched through his scope as 
the guard's head expand and explode, covering his friend in blood. A 
scream was heard, waking up the resting camp. Mutt silenced the 
scream with a second shot to the last guard's chest, but the scream 
was now replaced with AK fire. 

"Mutt, move up!" ordered the team leader, firing into a crowd of 
enemies. The other four joined in, dashing for the gate. Once through 
the gate, all hell broke loose. Ute and Bear decided to take cover 
behind the first hut in their path. 

"This is what I live for!" Bear screamed as he reloaded his 
SAW. 

"Well if you don't start firing, you won't be alive to do this shit 
again!" Ute answered as he peeked around the corner to return fire. 
Two mercenaries dropped under Ute ' s fire, but another sent the 
engineer back into cover. 


"Start looking for Soto!" Shadow shouted into his radio, running 
quickly between cover and kicking in doors. Ute hesitantly moved out 



of cover, but the mere which had sent him into cover suddenly dropped 
from Brazilian fire. 


"Gracias, Diego." Ute praised as he kicked in a door and found the 
hut empty. Shadow quickly approached a door he could hear voices 
behind. Swiftly kicking in the door, he found Soto standing over one 
his men at a radio calling for backup. The team leader put a bullet 
from his DMR into the back of the radio operator, ending his life. 
Shadow then moved his rifle to Soto, backing him into a 
corner . 

"Call off your men!" Shadow screamed at Soto, who now had his hands 
up. Shadow could still hear the man on the other side of the radio 
demanding a conformation for back up. "I said call off your men! 

Now ! " 

Shadow heard a door open beside him and then a voice he recognized. 
"Better do as he says, Santiago, or things could get a bit 
dirty . " 

"Bourdik." Shadow growled under his breath. He turned and saw the 
Russian approaching the radio. 

"RetA-rese." Soto called into his radio. The AK fire slowly died down 
as well as the DMR and MA fire. 

"Everyone, regroup on me." Shadow spoke into his radio, still 
growling. He closed in on Bourdik as the arms dealer picked up the 
headset of the radio. 

"No need for backup, everything has been taken care of. Thank you. 
Have a great day." Bourdik spoke, putting the headset down and 
turning to Shadow. "So I finally get to meet the man who is hunting 
me." But before Bourdik could utter another word. Shadow delivered a 
blow to the Russian's face. This caused the man to yelp in pain and 
stumble back. "Goddamnit!" Bourdik yelled as he wiped his nose, which 
was now bleeding. The team leader grabbed the collar of his enemy as 
the rest of his team arrived. "Looks like the family is here." The 
man began to chuckle as he turned his gaze back to Shadow. "So I 
assume you're going to kill me now." Shadow remained silent and 
focused on his target. "Well that might not be a good idea." Bourdik 
paused again trying to read Shadow's reaction. "I know a rat in your 
little organization." Shadow's grip loosened on Bourdik' s 
collar . 

"We already found the rat." Shadow retorted, but Bourdik quickly 
responded . 

"Yes, I saw where they arrested that Captain. But that was a cover 
up. I know the real rat." Bourdik began to chuckle again, causing 
Shadow to tighten his grip once more. 

"Tell me!" Shadow demanded, but Bourdik shook his head. 

"But this is the best part. It's the hunt. Searching for your target, 
senses heightened, jumping at every little movement. It's so much 
excitement." Bourdik grinned. "The chase is too tiring and the kill 
is way too messy." Shadow growled at Bourdik 's reluctance as if his 
enemy was taunting him. Shadow slowly let the dealer go, reluctantly. 
Bourdik dusted himself and then looked at his assailant. "I can only 



assume you are hungry." Every member of the team was instantly 
shocked and confused by the statement. "The boar is ready, I just 
checked it." Here was an enemy, the top target, and he was offering 
them food and drink like they had been friends for years. It was a 
shock to their system. "Please. You are in my abode, are you not? 

Even though you punched me and probably broke my damn nose, I would 
be a horrible host to not offer hospitality to my guests." Bourdik 
spoke calmly as he motioned to the open door. Shadow looked over the 
open door and then the host. 

"You first." Shadow ordered, causing Bourdik to laugh. 

"You don't trust me, do you? Understandable. But I am unarmed and 
there are no armed guards in my dining room. Well, maybe the chef 
carries a pistol. But he is harmless. Now, please, enjoy yourselves." 
The team reluctantly entered the dining room and found a long wooden 
table with a bench on either side. Plates of china and silver 
utensils had been laid out neatly, as if Bourdik was expecting 
diplomats instead of soldiers. "Yes, my great-grandmother's china and 
silver. I take it with me everywhere. It helps me escape the chaos." 
Bourdik continued as he seated himself along with the team. He picked 
up a small bell and rang it, signaling the chef to bring in the 
sliced meat on a large platter. "I killed this pig myself. All food 
tastes amazing when you have to do the work." The chef then began to 
place slices on the plates and then walked back into the 
kitchen . 

"So you won't tell us who the rat is?" Bear asked as the operators 
looked at the steaming meat, wondering whether to eat or not. 

"As I said before, that would ruin my favorite part." He said as he 
took a bite and savored the flavor. He then noticed the operators 
were not eating. "Oh please, eat up. Nothing is poisoned. I know 
that's what you're thinking because I would be thinking the same 
thing if you offered me a steak. Have a drink as well." Bourdik 
reached for a bottle of brown liquor. "I believe this is whiskey. 

I'll admit you Americans make some damn fine whiskey." He said as he 
uncorked the bottle and poured six glassfuls. "But your vodka is 
shit." The operators slowly began to eat the boar. "So how did you 
find out about my operation?" 

Shadow swallowed his mouthful before answering. "We found out through 
a pirate lord named Abdi Jukomb." 

"Ah, yes. Jukomb. Why did I feel I could trust that pirate fuck?" 
Bourdik put down his utensils and stood. "Abdi was a cocky little 
shit. He always acted like he had the biggest dick in the world. But 
the instant he is threatened, he tucks his tail and hides behind his 
army. I like him as a client, but he is a massive pussy." pausing 
only to sit down and take a bite. "So how is Abdi?" 

"We killed him." Shadow responded coldly. Bourdik 's face became just 
as cold. 

"Hm, what a shame. Looks like I'll have to find a new one." Bourdik 
said with a slight grin on his face. Shadow began to speak, but the 
Russian cut him off. "Don't say that you're going to end my little 
operation, I have you outgunned and outnumbered. You have no other 
options but to drink and eat." Bourdik took a sip of whiskey and 
stared at the glass, admiring its detail. "So tell me why you are 



here. It's obviously not to capture me, because when I came in the 
room you were aiming your gun at Santiago." 

Shadow swallowed his bite before talking. "We came here to capture 
Santiago. His smuggling ring was perking ears in Washington." His 
teammates looking at their leader in shock as he readily gave away 
information. But Bourdik's face lost all emotion as he put his 
utensils down and grabbing the small bell. As before, the chef walked 
into the room when called. 

"Well now we have a problem, American. Because I do not trust 
Santiago any more than I can throw him." The chef stood beside 
Bourdik, paitently. In a flash, Bourdik reached for the holster that 
was hidden under the chef's coat and just as quickly ended Soto's 
life with a bullet through the skull. Before the mere's face could 
slump into his plate, all four members of Zulu were up and had their 
hands on their side arms. Unfortunately, Bourdik had the upper hand 
and was already aiming for Shadow. "Watch yourselves. You may kill 
me, but how do you plan on getting out. Sit down." Bourdik suggested, 
motioning his pistol down. "I will allow you to leave, but you cannot 
even say I was here. Just tell them one of Soto's men had an epiphany 
and shot his own leader. Don't worry. I'll find a scapegoat to hang. 
So do we have an accord?" 

Shadow hesitated, trying to find any other possibility. But when no 
other option remained. Shadow reluctantly nodded his head and took 
his hand off his pistol, which the other operators did as well. 
Bourdik leaned back in his chair and clapped. "God I love working a 
deal." He then turned his attention to the chef still at his side. 
"Please tell someone to give Santiago's wife my deepest condolences . " 
The chef began to walk away, until Bourdik stopped him. "Actually, 
don't make them my deepest." he ordered with a slight look of disgust 
on his face. "If I remember correctly, she isn't exactly the 
mosta€ 1 faithful woman." Bourdik told the operators as the frown 
turned into a smirk. "I tried to tell Soto that she was a whore after 
her other husband was killed. But tequila does some shit to your 
standards. Bourdik began to laugh at his own joke, but the Deltas 
remained stone-faced. "I will keep in touch, Americans." The 
operators walked outside to find the two Brazillians surrounded, but 
Bourdik walked outside and waved off the mercenaries. As the team 
walked out of the base and headed for the rendezvous point, Ute had a 
question for his team leader. 

"Why did you tell Bourdik our mission?" the engineer asked 
angrily . 

"Because he has information that we need." the team leader responded 
coldly. This only infuriated Ute. 

"How do you know he isn't lying? He's a fucking Russian." Ute 
continued . 

Shadow looked back at the camp before giving his final answer. "Ute, 
that is a man who has absolutely nothing to lose." 


End 
f lie . 



